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petuentazonns 


To the roma 


CHARLES Lord BUCK HURST. 


My Lord, : 
| Cou'd not have wiſh'd 


my ſelf more fortunate 
then I have been 1n the 
ſucceſs of this Poem : 
| ' The Writing of it was 
Ne: f 7 TD LU a means to make me 
EDN = known to your Lord- 
fhip, The Aing of it has loſt me no Repu- 
cation; And the Printing of it has now given 
me Rs opportunity to ſhew how much | ho- 
nour you. 

I herededicate it, asI have long ince he. | 
cated my ſelf, to your Lordthip : Let the 
humble Love of the Giver make you ſer 
ſome value upon the worthleſs Gift : {hope 


1t may have ſomeeſteen with others, becauſe 
A 2 the | 


Knowledp moves eg . 7 ne 
love, in all that know you. But deſign this 
a Dedication, not a Panegerick; not to pro- 


claim your Virties to,the Wald; dbUt to 


ſhew your Lordſhip how _ x4 have 


Gl me to we, 
+ My Lord | 


Your moſt bumble and faithful 


Jervant;, 


GEO. ETHEREGE. 


Perſone 


$22228:22SK28222282223282: 220828: 


1.3 F | TP Poaſone Dramits | 


n »* 


The Lord Bevil, Father to Lovis,Graciane,S Aurelia. 
The Lord Beaufdit,” _ Servant to Graciaza. 
Colonel Bruce, 7% Cavalier, Friend to Lovis, in love 
__* © with Graczane. 
Lovis, * _ Friend to Brxce. 
Sir Frederick F collick, Coulſin'to the Lord Beaxfort. 
Graciana, . A youngFady,in love with the Lord: 
©. Beaufort. 
Aurelia, Her Siſter in love with Col.Brzce, 
Mrs. Rich.,. 'A wealthy Widow. Siſter to the Lord 
Bevill, in love with Sir Frederick.: 
Letitia, A Girl, waiting upon Axrelia. 
Betty, *© Waiting-woman to the Widow. 
Dufoy, A ſaucy impertinent French-man, 
Servant to Sir Frederzck. 
Clark, * Servant to the Lord Beaufort. 
Sir Nicholas Cully. _ _ Knighted by 0l7ver. 
Wheadle » 
_, c / Gameſters. 
Palmer, of 
Ars. Grace, A Wench kept by 7Fhzadle-. 
Jenny, _, Her Maid. 
Mrs. Lucy. A Wench kept by Sir Frederick, . 
A Coach-man belonging tothe Widow. 
A Bell-man. 


Foot-men, Link;boys, Drawers, and other Attendants, 
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THE 


PROLOGUE. 


Ho cou'd expel ſuch crowding here to day, 
Meerly on the report of a new Play £ 
A man wou'd thinky ave been ſo often bit 
By #8 of late, you ſhou'd have learr'd more wit, 
And fr have ſent a Forlorne-hope to ſþy $ 
The Plot and Language of our Comedy, 
ExpeTing till ſome deſp rate Critticks had 
Reſoly' d you whether it were good or bad 
But yet we hope you'l never grow ſo wiſe 5 
For if youſhou'd, we and our Comedies 
Muſt trip to Norwich, or for Ireland go, 
And never fix, but, like a Puppit-ſhow, | 
Remove from Town to Town, from. Fair to Fair, 
A Seeking fit Chapmen toput off our Ware. 
For ſuch our Fortune is this barren Age, 
That FaGion now, not Wit, ſupports the Stage - 
Wit has, like Painting, had her happy flights, 
And in peculiar Ages reach'd ber heights, 
Theugh now declin'd ;, yet con'd ſome able Pen 
Match Fletcher's Nature, or the Art of Ben, 
The Old and Graver ſort wou'd ſcarce allow 
Thoſe Plays were good, becauſe we writ them now. 
Our Author therefore begs you won'd forget, 
Moſt Reverend Judges, the Records of Wit, 
Azxd only thinkupon the modern way 
Of writing, whilſt Fare Cenſuring his Play. 
And Gallants, as for you, talkloud ith" Pit, 
Divert your ſelves and Friends with your own Wit ; 
Obſerve the Ladies, and negle@& the Play ; 
or elſe 'tis fear d we areundone today. 
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THE-: 


Comical Revenge; 


: O R, 
Loveina Tub. ' 


.ACT.I. SCEN. I. 
The wee” an! Ante- Chamber to Sir F relirkek, 
Frollick's Bed-Chamber. 


Enter Dufoy, with a Plaibfer on bis head, walking 
diſcontentedly ; and Clarke immediately 


after him. 


Ood-morrow, Monſieur, 

Dufoy. Good-mor', —-good-mor*. 

Glark, Is Sir F redrick ſtirring? ? 

Def. Pox ſturre hime, 

Clark, My Lord has ſent me—— 

Duf. Begar me vil have de revenge; me-vil. ne 


ſtay rode 1 in Englande. 
Clark, Good Monſieur, what's the matter 2 
Dwfoy. De matre!. de matre is eaſie to be perceive;. 
/ Dis Bedlame, Mad-cape, diable de matre, vas 
Drunke de laſt night ; aud vorno reaſon, but dat. 
, Me did adviſe him to go to Bed, begar he. did: 


Strike. 


(2) 

©trike, breake my heads, Jernie, - 

Clark, Have _— he did it unadviſedly, 

Dafoy, Una 
Juſte when he did ite? 

Clark, Yes; bur he was in drink ou fag. 

Def. In drinks ! ' me viſhe he had been aver de head 
And deear in drinke ; Begar in France de Fg 
Drink dat van man drinke do's not crack de . ; 7 


dide not PRONE him EIS 


Noder mans braine, Hark! L role heck 


He is avake, and none of de noopll are 


To attende hime : Ian Villian day are all gone, run [Knocks again. 


To de Diable; have de patience, I beſeech you. 


[ Pointing towards bis Moſer ( hamber. + 
Clark, Acquaint Sir Frederick I am herffrom 7 0 
| CExews 


Duf. Ivil, I vil; ; your ver upd 9 Serviceur: } \ \ | 
SCE N I L 


Scene, Sir Frederick Bed:Chamber. 


Enter Sir Frederick in bis night-gomn; & A him Dufoy. 
Def. Good-mor*, good-mor' to your Vorſhippe, me am _ 
Ready toattende your Vorſhippe, and your Vorſhippe' $ 
' Alvay ready to beate andtoabuſe me, you vare drunke 
De laſte nighte, and my head ake to day morninge ; 


-1T 


See you here if my braine have no ver good raiſon [ Shewing his bead. 


- To counſel you, and-to minde your bus'neffe. . . : 

Sir Fred. Thou haft a notable brain'; Bc. OICE GS 
Set me down a Crown for a | 
Plaifterz bur forbear your rebukee. 

Dufoy, *Tis ver couragious ting to breaks & head of your 
Serviteur, is it note ? Bepar you yil never keepe 
De good Serviceur, had-no me ove you'ver vel.- 

Str Fred.” I know thou lov'ſt me,  ' - 

Dufor. And darefore you do beate me, -is dat Je raiſon? 

Sir Fred, Prethee forbear ; I am ſorry for'.. | | 

Dufoy. Ver good faticfaRion | ! Begar it is me dat am. _ A 
Sorrie for'r. 

Sir Fred, Well, well. : 

Dufoy. De Serviteur of my T-ord your Couſin 
B: c-me ſpeak vid you. 


% ww 


wap) 1 | 


Sir Fred, Bring him in. __ © [ Exit Dufoy 


I amof opinion that drimkenneſf is not ſo 
Damnable a {in to me as 'tis to many; -Sorrow 


| And 


/ 


Aud Repentance are ſure tobe my * Work' 
The next morning : 'Slid, I have known ſome 
So lucky at this recreation, that, whereas *'tis 
Familiar to forget what we do in drink, have 
Evenloſt the memory, after ſep, of being 
Drunk : Now do1 feel more qualms then 

A young woman in breeding. | 

Enter Dufoy and (lark, - [Dufoy goes ont again. 

Clark! What news from the god of Love ? he's | 
Always at your Mafter*s elbow, k'as joſtl'd the 

Devil out of ſervice ; no more ! 

Mrs. Grace ! Poor Girl, Mrs. Graciana has flung a 
Squib into his bofome, where the wild-fire will 
Huzzte for a time, and then crack ; it 
Fly's out at's Breeches, 

| Clark, Sir, he ſentme before with his ſervice ; he'l 
Wait on you himſelf when he's dreſs'd. | 

Sir Fred. In very good time ; there never was a girl 
More humourfome, nor tedious m the drefling of 
Her Baby. | [ Ex, Clark, 

Emer Dufoy, and Foot-boy. b 

Dufoy. Haye ! here is de ver vine varke 
Begar, de ver vine varke! 

Sir Fred. What's the bugneſs ? 

Dwfoy. De bufineſs ! de divil take me if dare be not 
De whole Regiment Army de Hackene Cocheman, 

De Linke-boy, de Fydler, and de Shamber-mayde, 
Dat have beſcege de howse, dis isde conſequance 
Of de drink vida poxe. 

Sir Fred. Well, the Coach-men and Link-boys muſt be 
Satisfi'd, I ſuppoſe there*s money due to 'em; the 
Fidlers, for broken heads and Inſtruments, 
Muſt be compounded with; I leave that to your care ; 
But for the Chamber-maid, Ple deal with her 
My felf; go, go, fetch her up. A 

Dufoyz. De Pimpe, begarl vil be de pimpe to no man 


In de Chriſtendome ; do you go vech her up ; [ Ex.Dutoy. 
De Pimpe | 
Sir Fred, Go Sirrah, dire her. [ To the Foot-boy,} Ex, Foot-boy, 


Now have I moſt unmanfully fallen foul upon ſome 
Woman, I'le warrant you, and wounded her 
Reputation ſhrowardly : Oh drink, drink ! thou 
Art a vile enemy to the civilleſt ſort of curteous 


'Ladie:, 


Wo | B | Enter 


4) 
Emer Jenny; Weadle's Wenches maid. 
Oh Fenny, next my heart — eoule [gm bG 
Be more welcome. 
Maid. Unhand me ; 
Are youa man fit to be truſted with a womans 
Reputation ? | 
Sir Fred. Not whenl am in a reeling condition ; men are 
Now and then ſubje& to mhofe infirmiries- 
In drink, which women have when th' are ſober, 
Drunkenneſs izno good Secretary, Fenny;. you 
- Maſt not look ſo angry, good faith you muſt rior. 
Maid. Angry | we always took you tor a civil Geneleman. 
Sir Fred. Sol ami'troth 1 think, 
Maid. A civil Gentleman will 
Come to a Ladies Lodging at two aclock in 
The morning, and knock as it it were upon 
Life and death ; a Midwife was never knock'd up 
With more fury. - 
Sir Fred. Well well, Girl, all's wel] Thope, all's well. 
Meid. Ycuhave made ſuch an Uproar amongſt 
The Neighbours, we muſt be forc'd to change 
Our Lodging. 

Sir Fred, And thou art come to tell me whither ;——o 
Kind heart / . 
Maid. Ile ſee you alittle better manner'd firſt, 9.2.30 x9 
Becauſe we would not let you in at that LEAP mizo fs Sod cC 
Unſeaſonable hour, you and your rude Of oo oats of) 
Ranting Companions hoop? d and hollow*d Bike 1 77 

Mad-men, and roar'd out in the ſtreets, 
A whore, a whore, a whore , you need not have 
Knock'd good people out of their Beds, you * | 
Might have met with them had been good | LTPIG 0 760 
Enough for your purpoſe abroad, 
Sir Fr, ? Fwas ili done Fenny, indeed it was. 
Mail, "Twas a mercy Mr. Fheadle was not there, my Miſtreffes 
Friend , had he been there ſad been quite undone. * 
There* no! hing got by your lend doings; yoware 
But ſcandals to a civil Weman : We had ſo much 
The rood will cf the Nzighbours before, we had 
Credit for wha: we wo'd; and but this morning the 
Chandler reſvs'd to ſcore a quart of Scurvy-graſs, 
Sir Fred, Hang Reputation amoneſt a company of Raſcals , 
Truſt me nor if ihou art not grown moſt wondrom: pretty. [Offers t bug her. 
Maid. Stand oft, or Ion oteſt Plc iake the people | 


In 


* 46 
In your Lodging know whata manner of 
Man you are. | ; 

Sir Fred. You andI have been intimate acquaintance ;———- 
Why ſo coy now,- Fenny? '* 

Maid. Pray forbear : 


L 


You'l never leave till I ſhriek out ;——— Your [ Noiſe within, 
Servants liſten, heark there's ſome body coming. 

My Miſtreſs charg'd me to tell you ſhe will [_ Enter Beaufort. 
Never fee your eyes again ; ſhe never deſery'd 

This at your hands, -poor Gentlewoman ! -You hada 


Fling at me too, you did not whiſper it, I thank 
You: *Tis a miſerable condition we 
Women bring our ſelves too for your fakes. : [.Weeps, 
Beanf. How now Couſin! what, at wars with the Women ? 
Sir Fred, 1 gave a ſmall alarm to their Quarters 
Laſt night, my Lord. 
Bearf. Jenny in tears! what's the occaſion, poor Girl ? 
Maid. Vle tell you, my Lord. 
Sir Fred, Buzze z Set not her tongue a going agen; | 
0 [ Clappiny hi hand before ber mouth, 
Shras made more noiſe then half a dozen | 
Paper-mills : London-bridge at a low water.is 
Silence to her ; in a word, rambling laſt 
Night, we knock'd at her M'ſtrefſes Lodging, 
They deny'd usentrance, whereupon a harſh 
.. Word or two flew out, Vhore——l think, or \ 
Something to that purpoſe. > 
Maid. Theſe were not all your Heroick a&ions ; [Enter Dufoy. 
Pray tell the Conſequence, how you march'd 
Bravely at the rere of an Army of | 
Link-boys ; upon the ſudden, how you gave 
Defiance, and then wag'd a bloody war with the 
Conſtable ; and having vanquiſh'd that | 
Dreadful enemy, how you committed a general 
Maſſacre on the glaſs-windows : Are not theſe 
» Moſt honourable atchievements, ſuch as will be 
Reeiſtred to your eternal Fame, by the moſt 
Learn'd Hiſtorians of Hicks*s-Hall, 
Sir Fred. Good ſweet Fenny let's come toa Treaty ;' 
Do but hear what Articles 'le propoſe. 
Maid, A Womans heart's too tender to be an enemy 
To Peace, [ They hiffer; 
Dw»foy. Your moſt humble Serviteur, my Lozd. - 
Beauf. Monficur, I perceive you are much to blame; 
B 2 You 


'0 


| p 
(6) 
You are an excellent Goyernour indeed, - ,- 1 , , + 
Dufoy. Begar do you tinke datI ame de Bedlame ? - 
No tinge but de Bedlame can governe hime.-! 3. -- 
Sir Fred. Fenny, here's my hand ; Fle come and make -- ... 
Amends for all ——- pretty Rogue, T 
Dxfoy. Ver pret Roguce, - 
Vid a poxe. | 
Maid, What rude French Raſcal have you here >. | 
Dufoy. Raſcale ! Begar ver it nod vor 
De reverence of my Matre I vod cut off your occupation, 
French Raſcale ! Whore Englith 
Sir Fred, Dufoy, be gone, and leave us. ' 
* Dufoy, I vil, I vil leave you toyour recreation, I 
Viſhe you ver good paſtime, and de poxe, $: 
Begar. | - . _ "[Exis Dufoy, 
Maid, I never heard a ruder Fellow. Sir Frederick, you - 
Will not fail the time. Ry | 
Sir Fred. No, no, Femny. : 
Aaid, Your Servant, my Lord. 
Beauf, Farewel Fenny. : | 
Sir Fred. Now did all this fury end in a mild '. 
Invication to. the Ladies Lodging. - . . 
Bearf. Thave known this wenches Miſtreſs 
Ever fince Icame from Travel, but never 
Was acquainted with that Fellow that _ - | | 
Keeps her; prethee what is he ? EC nos TAP 
Sir Fred, Why his name is Fheadle, he's. one whoſe trade is Trechery,. 
To make a-Friend, and rhen deceive him-, en DE 
He's of a ready Wit, pleaſant Converſation, 
Throughly skill'd in men; in a word, he. 
Knows fo much of Virtue as makes him. 
Well accompliſh'd for all manner of Vice : 
He has lately infinuated himſelf into | 
Sir Nich*!as Czliey, one whom Ol:uer, for the © 
Franſcendent knavery and difloyalty of 
His Father, has difhenour'd with Knight-hood. , 
A fellow as poor in experience as in parts, . 
And one that has a vain-glorious humour to gain a 6 
Reputation amoneft the Gertry,. by. teigning good nature,, and: 
An affeRion to the King and his Party.. xg et 
Z made alittle debauchth'other day tntheir Company, 
Where Hore-faw this fe]llow's deſtiny, his purſe muſt pay 
For keeping this Wench, and all other 1/head/e's extravagances. 
Butpray, my Lord,. 


 [Ex, Femy, 


! How 


ee ems neces 


How thrive you in your more honourable 
Adventures? Is harveft near ? When is the 
Sickle to be put th* Corn? 

Bearf. I have been hithertoſo proſperous, 

' My happineſs has ſtill out-flown my faith: _ 
Nothing remains but Ceremonial Charms, 
Graciand*s fix'd th* circle of my Arms, ' | 

Sir Fred. Then y'are a happy man for a ſcaſon. 
Beauf. For ever. "7 1 > 
Sir Fred. T miftruft your Miſtrefſes Divinity ; you'l 

" Find her Attributes but Mortal : © - 

Women, like Juglers Tricks, | 
Appear Miracles to the ignorant; bur in them- 
«Selves th' are meer cheats. | | h 
Beauf. Well, well, Couſin ; Thave engag'd that you this day: | 
Shall 'bemy.Gueſft at my Lord Bevills Table ; | 
Pray make me Maſter of my promiſe once. 
Sir Fred. Faith I have engag'd to dine with my dear 
Lucy ; poor Girl, Ihave lately given her 
Occafion to ſuſpe& my kindneſs; yer for your 
Sake Ile venture to break my Ward, 
Lpon condition you'l excuſe , : 
My errors ; you know my 
Converſation has not been amonegft ceremonious 
Ladies. 
Beaif, All modeſt freedom you will find allow d ;. 
Formality is baniſh'd thence. : 
Sir Fred. This Virtue is enough to make me bear 
With all the inconveniences of honeft Company. 
Beauf. The freeneſs of your humour is your. friend, 
I have ſachnews to tell thee that I fear 
Thow'lt find thy breaft too narrow for thy joy. 
Sir Fred, Gently, my Lord, Icit.I find. the thing too: 
Little for my expeRation. 

* Beauf. Know that thy careleſs carriage has done more 
Then all theskill and diligence of Love 
Could e're cfteR. 

Sir Fred, What? the Widow has ſome kind thoughts of my body?- 

Beawf, She Joves you, and dineson purpoſe at her Brother's houſg 
This day, in hopes of ſeeing you. 
Sir Fred. Some Women like Fiſhes deſpiſe the. 

{ Bait, orelſe ſuſpe&it, . whil't till it's | 
Bobbing at their mouths; but ſubtilly wavd* - 

By the Angler's hand, greedily hang themſclv& uponthe hook, 


(3). 
There are many ſo critically wiſe chey'l ſuffer 


None to deceive them but themſelves. 


Beaxf, Couſin, *cis time you were pre gif our LY Ry 


Sir Fred. Well, fince*tis my fortune, Tle to 
Widow, thy ruine lie on thy own head: 


' Faith, my Lord, you can witne*twas none . 


Of my ſeeking. | I oy [Exon 


SCENILS,,... 21s 
Scene Wheadle's Lodging. ' OOO ar. 
Enter Wheadle and Palmer. 


IVhe, Come, bear thy lofles patiently. 
Palm, A pox confound a'l Ordinartes, * *. iq 


'- 119 ve TR 
If ever I play in an Ordinary agen——' > al 1102 | Bitet'bip thumb, 


Ihe. Thow'lt loſe thy money : 
Thou haſt no power to forbear ; 
I will as ſoon undertake to reclaim BON TIRt 2 
A Horſe froma hitch he has learn'd in bis pace, (4 0 Ob ot 
Or an old Maſtive from worrying of Sheep, _ + - 0 Ga 
* Palm, Ay, ay, there is nothing can doit but =. 
Whead. Want of money may do much. 
Palm, I proteſt I had rather ſtill be.vicious 
Then owe my Virtue to Neceſlity.. 
How commendable is chaſtity inan Eunuch ? ESO UL 'E 
I am grown more then half virtuous ofgJate ; Vo ent 
I have laid the dangerous Pad'now quite afide 1.7" CH0k.1 
I walk within the Purlicus.of the Law. 
Could I but leave this Ordinary, this Square, 
| were the moſt accompliſh 'd man in Town. 
Whead, *Tis pity thouart Maſter of thy Artg 
Such a nimble hand, ſach neat conveyance. g 
Palm, Nay, [ſhould have made an excellent Jupler, faich: 
Whead, Come, be-chearful, 
I've lodg'd a Deer ſhall make amends for all; 
Llack'd a man to help me ſet my. Toyls, 
And thou art come moſt happily. 
Palm, My dear Wheaale, who is it ? 
WWhead. My new Friend 
And Patron Sir Nichlas Cully, 
Palm. He's fat, and will ſay well, I promiſe You. 
Well, Ple do his buſineſs mgſt dextrouſly, : 
Ele let me ever loſe the honaur - ee 


*f'f in 
* v; 
= 


7 


. 


Of ſervinga Friend in the like nature,”; - y 
head, No more words, but haſte, prepare 2460 Ih dns 
Habit yourſelf like a good thrifty Conmryuns x enile; 20756.) 
Get Tools, Dice, and Money for the purpoſe, : Fes - 
And meet me at the Devil about threeexaftly; |. : WE | 
Enter Boy, | 
Boy. Sir, Sir Nicholas C#lly is withont, | « . 
Fhead, Defire him to walk in. 
Here Palmer, the back-wayz quickly, | and be fare—— \/ 
Palm. Enough, enough, Tie warrant thee, ,,,,  ; -{, Ex. Palm, 
Enter Sir Nicholas Cully. | .-:; | WLES 
Whead. Sir Nicholas, this Viſit is too great a favour 
Firitended one to you; how do you 
Find your ſelf this mortiing? -- 
Cl. Faith much the dryer for the laſt nights xwetting, 
Whead. Like thirſty earth, which gapes-the, more. 
For a ſmall ſhowre ; we'l ſoak you 
Throughly to day. . 
Cul, Excuſe me, faith Tam engaged. D 
Whead. Iam ſorry for't; 
I meant you a ſhare in my oootÞ fortune ; 
But fince it cannot be 
Cul, What ? what g66d fortune ? 
*Yhead, Nay, 'twili but vex you to know it, 
Since you have.nor leaſure to purſue it. 
Cul, Dear Wheadle, prethee tell me, 
_ Whesd. Now dol[ want power to keep it from m—_ 
Juſt as you came in at that door,; went 
Out at this a Waiting-Gentlewoman, 
Sent witha civil Meflage from her bady, 
Todeiire the happineſs of. my Company 
This afcernoon, whereT ſhould have the _ 
Ovportunity.of ſeeing another-lovely brisk ;, 
Woman, newly married toa fooliſh ] 
Citizen, who will be apt enough to hear 
Reaſon from one that can ſpeak i itbetter then 
Her Husband : Ireturn'd my humble 
Thanks for the honour the did me, and that 
I could not do my felt fo great an injury 
To diſobey her will ; this is 
Th' adventure ; But "lince yave bueneſs 
Cul. A pox on bus? neſs, Ple deter'c. 
Whead, By no means for a filly Woman; our Plea'ures 
eVuſt be ſlaves to our Aﬀairs. | 


Cul. 


"bus £2 6 , 
Me 
” 4.5% " 


. (ww) 


Cul, Were it to take poſſeſſion of an * © PAST Yam TO 
Eſtate, I'd negle& it. / Te= ewe 4006-5] [> 
Are the Ladies Cavaliers? * | Hiatus 3d H: : 

Whea. Oh, moſt Loya-hearted Ladies! -' * SH HAooT 15-5 -; 

Cul. How merry will we be then! 13:6 220-0257 | 


Whea. Iſay, mind your buyneſs. 
Cul. Vile goand pur it off immediately. 
Where ſhall I mcet you in the afternoon ? 
Whes. You'l find meat the Devil about three * 


. A dock, where Iexpeta ſecond ſummons as 


She paſſes toward the City. 
Cl. Thither will I come without fail ; be ſure 


You wait for me. {Exit Cully. 


Hhea, Wait for thee? as a Cat does for a Mouſe FX 


She intends to play with, and then prey wpon. * 


How eagerly did this half-witted fellow chap 
Up the bait? like a ravenou: Fiſk, that will 
Not give the Angler leave to fink his Line, 


But grecdily darts up and meets it half way. [ Ex, langhing. 


SCEN:IV. 
Scene, The Lord Bevzl/'s Houle. 


Enter Graciana, dud Aurclia immediately after ber, with a Letter wn 
: | ber hand. 
Grac, The Sun's grown lazie ; *tis a tediorfs ſpace 
Since he ſet forth, and yet'snot half hisrace. 
I wonder Beaxfort does not yet appear 
Love never loyters, Love ſure brings his here. : 292 
Aur. Brought on the wings of Lovezhere I preſent |: Preſanting the Letter. 
His Soul, whoſe Body Priſons yet prevent '- / ' + "180 7 
The noble Brace, whoſe Virtuesare his Crimes: | Grac: rejedis the Letter, 


Are you as falſe and cruel as the times ! 


. Will you not read the ſtory of his griet ? 


But willfully refuſe to give relief ? | 
 Grac, Siſter, from you this language makes me ſtart : 

Can you ſuſpect ſuch vices in my heare ? '- | 
His Virtues I, as well as you, admire; | 
I never ſcorn'd, but pity much his fire. | 

Aur. \f youdid pity,you would not reje& | GraC.rejeds the Letter azain. 
Thi: Meflenzer of Love : This is negle&. = 

Grac, *'Tis cruelty to gaze-on Wounds Fm ſure, 
When we want Balſome to effeR their Cure. - 

ur, 
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Aur, "Tis only want of will in you, you have 
Beauty to kill, and Virtue too to (ave. 
eg We - our or can _—_ lovenor hate z 
Heav'n does reſeryg the pow'r to guide our Fate. . 
Anael, Grace, — [Enter Lord Bevill, Lovis, and the Widow. 
| Grac, Siſter, forbear ; my Father's here. 
L. Bev. So Girl ; what, no news of your Lover yet ? 
Qur Dinners ready, and I am afraid 
He will gonigh to incur the Cooks anger. 
IWid. I believe tas undertook a hard tack ; 
Sir Frederick,, they ſay, is no eafie man 
To be perſwaded to come among us women. 


Lows. Sir. [ Lovis and Lord Bevill whiſper. 
L. Bev. What now ? | : 
Wid. 1 am as impatient as thou art, Girl, [ To Graciana. 


T long to ſee Sir Frederick here. « 

L. Bev. Forbear, I charge you on my bleſſing ; 
Not one word more of Colonel Brace. ; 

Lovis. You gave encouragement Sir to his Love; 
The honour of our Houſe now lies at. ſtake. 

L. Bev. You find by your Siſters inclinations 
Heaven has decreed her otherwiſe, 

Lovis, But Sir, | 

L. Bev. Forbear to ſpeak, or clſe forbear the Room. 

Lovis, This I can cbey, but not the other, [ Exit Lovis, 

Enter Foot-boy. 

Foot-b. Sir, my Lord Beavfort's come. 

L. Bev; 'Tis well. b 

IWi4d. D' hear, are there not two. Gentlemen ? 

Foot-b. Yes Madam, there is another proper handſom 
Gentleman. | ; | [ Exit Foot-bey, 

L. Bev, Come, let us walk in, and give them entertainment. 

I id. Now Couſin, for Sir Frederick,, this man of men, 


There's nothing like him. | [ Excurt all but Aurelia. 
Aur, With curicus diligence I ſtill have trove © | Holding the Letter iz: 
During your abſence, Bruce, to breath your Love ber band, - 


Into my Siſters boſom ; But the fire 

Wants force ;, Fate does againſt my breath conſpire : 
I have obcy'd, though 1 cannot fulfil, . 

Againſt my ſelf, the diftates of your Will : 


My Love to yours do's yield ; Since you enjoyn'd, 


, T hourly court my Rival to be kind ; 


With paſſion too, as great as you can do, 
Taught by thoſe wounds 1 have receiv'd from you. : 
| Sm2 


- 
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| Small is the difference that's between our grief, 


% 


Yours finds no cure, and mine ſeeks no relief : 
You unſucceſsfully your Love reveal , 
And I for ever muſt my Love conceal : 


Within my boſom Ple your Letter wear, [ Putting the Letter in her boſom, 


It is a Tomb that's proper for deſpair. 


_— 


[ Exit, 


F - Scene, The Lord Bevill's Houſe. 


| Enter Clark and Dufoy. 


Clark, NF Ethinks the wound your Mafter gave you 
Laſt night, makes you look very thin and 
Wan, Monſieur, 

Dufoy. Begar you are miſtake, it be de yvounde 
Dat my Metreſfe did give me long ago. 

Clark, What? ſome pretty little Engliſh Lady's 
Crept into your heart ? 

Dufiy. Ne, but damn'd littel Engliſh Whore is ereepe 
Into my bone begar, me could viſh dat de 
Diable vould take her vid alike my harte. . 

Clark, You have manag'd your buenefs ill, Monficur. 

Dufoy. It vas de Raskal Cyrugin Engliſh dat did 


Manage de bulinefle ille ; me did putre my 


Buſinefle into his haunde , he did top de 

Tape, and deliquor did varke, varke, varke, 

Up'into de heade and de ſhuulder begar. 

. *Clark, Like ſoap clap*d under a Saddle. 
Dufoy. Here come my Matre; holde your peace. 


Enter Sir Frederick, Widow, and (Maid. 


Sir. Fred, Whither, whither do you draw me, - Widow ? 


_ What's your defizgn > - 


id. To walk a turn in the Gardey, and then <« 
Repoſe in a coo! Arbour. 


ACT. IL SCEN. I. 


m_ * 


[ Ex. Clark... 


Sir Fred, Widow, I' dare not venture my elf in thoſe amorous 


Shades 3 you have a mind to be talking of Love 
Frerceive, and my heart's too tender to be truſted 
With ſuch converſation. =» 

Wd. 1 did not imagine you wereſo fooliſhly 
Conceited; is it your Wir or your Perſon, Sir, 
That is ſo taking ? | 


MA | 


% 


13) 
Sir Fred, Truly youare much miſtaken, I have no 

Such great thortghts of the young man you 
See ; who ever knew a Woman have ſo much 
Reaſon to bnild her Love upon merit ? 
Have we not daily experience of great 
Fortunes, thar fling themſelves into the arms 
Of rain idle Fellows? Can you blame me then 
For ſtanding upon my guard ? No, let us 
Sit down here, have cach on's a Bottle of Wine 
At our elbows; ſo prompted, I dare enter into 
Diſcourſe with you + 

Wid, Wou'd you have me fit , 
And drink hand to fiſt with you, as if we were 
In the Fleece, or ſome other of your beloved - 
Taverns? 

Sir Fred. Faith I wou'd have thee come as near 
As poſſible to ſomthing or other I have 
Been ug'd to converſe with, that I may 
The better know how to entertain thee. 

Vid. Pray which of thoſe Ladies you uſe to 


| Converſe with, could you fancy me to 


Look like ? be merry, and tell me. 

Sir Fred. *T were too greata fin to compare thec 
To any of them; and yet th'aſt ſo incens? 
Me, Ican hardly forbear to wiſh thee one 
Of'em. Ho, Dufoy ! 
Widow, Iftand in awe of this Gentleman 
I muſt have his advice before I dare 
Keep you company any further. Huw do. 
You approve the ſpending-of my time 
With this Lady ? 

Dufoy. Ver vel, Beegar ; 
I could viſh Thad never ſpende my time in de _- - 
Vorse compaignie. 

IW:d. You look bat ill, Monficur ; have 
You been fick lately ? 

Dufoy. Fhave de ver great afflition in my minde, 
Madam, | | 

Wid, What is ? 

Dxfoy. Truly I have de ver great paſſion vor dis 

entel-woman, and ſhe have no compaſſion 

At all vor me; ſhedorefuse me all my 
Amoure and my adrefle, 


IW:d. Indeed Betty you are to blame. 
C 2 
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Y 
Aſaid, Out upon him for a Freach difſembler, 
He never ſpake to me in his Jife, Madam. 
Dufoy, You ſee, Madam, the ſcorne me vor }. 
Her Servitenr, | 
Maid. Pray, when did you make any of your French 
Love to me ? | 
Dafoy. Ie vil breke my Ktarve to remember de 
Time ven you did refiſe me. 
. Wid, Will you permit me to ſerve you in this 
Buſineſs, Monſieur ? 
Dufey. Madam, it be d* honour vor de King de 
France, 
W:id. Betiy, whither run you ? R 
Maid. Vienor ftay to be jeer'd by a ſneaking 
Valet-De=chambre:'Tle be reveng'd 
MI 1 tive, Monſieur. : 
Wid, PFle take ſome other time, 
Dufoy. Van you have de leiſure, Madam. 
Sir Fred, By thoſe lips,- 
IWid. Nay, pray forbear, Sir. 
Sir Fred. Who's conceited now, Widow? cou'd 
You imagine I was ſo fond to kiſs them? . 
Wid. You cannot blame me for ſtanding on 
My guard ſo near an Enemy. | | 
Sir Fred, If you are ſo good at that, Widow, 
Let's fee, * what guard wou'd you chuſe to be at 
Shou'd the Trumpet ſound a Charge | 
To this dreadful foe? 
wid. It is an idte Queſtion amoneſt expe ienc'd 
couſdiers ; but if weever have a War, 
We'l never trouble the Trumpet ; the 
Bells ſhall proclaim our Quarre]. 
Sir Fred. It will be moſtproper they ſhall be: 
Rung backwards, ES He 
wid, Why ſo, Sir? 
Sir Fred, Ve have all the helps that may be to 
Allay a dangerous fire ; Widows mult 
Needs have furious flames; the bellows 
Have been at work, and blown 'em up. 
wid. You grow toorude, Sir : I will have my: 
Humour, a walk i*th* Garden ; and afterwards 
We takg the Air in the Park. 
Sir Fred. Ler us Joyn hands then, Widow. 
#4d, Without the dangerous heip of a Parſon: 


[ Ex, Betty. | 
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1 do not fear it, Sir, [ Ex, Sir Fred, and Wid, 


Dwfoy. Begar, Ido no care two Soulz if de 
Shamber-maid ver hange ; be it not 
Great deal better pretende d* affeRion to 


Her, dan to telle de hole VarldeI do take 


De Medicine vor de clape ? begar it | | 
Be de ver great deale better. | [ Ex, Dufoy. 


SCEN IL. : 
Scene, A Garden belonging to my Lord Bevil”s Houle. 


- 


Enter Beaufort and Graciana. 


Beanf. Graciana, why do you condemn your Love ? 
Your Beauty without that, alas ! would prove 
But my deftrufion, an unlucky Star, 
Prognoſticating ruine and defpair. 
Grac, Sir, you miſtake ; *tis not my Lovel blame, . 
But my Diſcretion; * Here the ative flame [* Pointing to her breaſt. 
Shou'd yet a longer time have been conceal'd.. . 
Too ſoon, too ſoon I fear it was reveal'd, 
Our weaker Sex glories in a Surprize, 
We boaſt the ſudden Conqueſts of our Eyes; be 


'But men efteem a Foe that dares contend, 


One that with noble Courage does detend 
A wounded Heart ; the Viftories they gain 


' They prize by their own hazard and their pain. 


Beauf, Gracia, can you think we take delight 
To have our happineſs againſt ws fight , 
Or that ſach goodneſs ſhou'd us men difpleaſe 
As do's afford us Heav'r with greater eaſe ? 
[ Enter Lovis, walking diſcontemtedſy, 
See where your Brother comes ; his | 
Carr'aze has been ſtrange of late to me: ; 
Incyr gave him cauſe of diſcontent ; 
He takes no notice of ourbcing here : 
I will falute him. 
Grac, By no means ; 
Some ſerious thoughts you ſee employ his mind. 
Beauf. | muſt be civil. Your Servant, Sir. 
Lov. You are my Siſters Servant, Sir ; go fawn | 
Upon your Miſtreſs, Farc-you: well. [Ex Lovis.. 
Beauf. Fare-you-wz!l, i. you are no better Company, hs 
Heavons / 


Heavens ! what is the matter? 
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What {aucy ſorrow dares approach your heart ? 
Watenot theſe precious Tears ; Oh, weepno more ! 
Shou'd Heaven frown the world wou'd be too poor, 
(Rob'd of the facred Treaſure of your eyes) 

To pay for Mercy one fit Sacrifice, | cg 
Grac, My Brother, Sir, is growing mad, I fear. 
Beauf, Your Brother is a man whoſe noble Mind 

Was to ſevereſt Virtue ſtill inclin'd ; - 

He in the School of Honour has been bred, 

And all her ſubtle Laws with heed has read : 

There is ſome hidden cauſe, I fain would know 

From whence theſe ftrange diſorders in him flow. 

Gractiazxa, ſhall beg you to diſpel | | 

© Theſe Miſts which round my troubP'd Reaſon dwell. 

Grac, It is a Story I cou'd wiſh you'd learn 
From one whom it does not ſo much concern ; 

I am th unhappy cauſe of what y'ave ſeen; 

My Brother's paſſion does proceed from mine. 

Beauf. This does confound me more; it cannot be 
You are the joy of all your family : - 
Dares he condemn you for anoble love, 

Which honour and your duty both approve. 

Grac, My Lord, thoſe errors merit our excuſe 
Which an acceſs of vertue does produce. 

Beawf, I know that envy is too baſe a gueſt 
To have a lodging in bis gen'rous breaſt ; 

*Tis ſome extream of Honour, or of Love, 

Or both, that thus his indignation move. 

Grac. Erel begin, you my ſad ſtory end; 

You are a Rival his deareſt Friend. 

 Beauf. Graciana, though you have fo great a ſhare 

Of Beauty, all that ſee you Rivals are ;; 

Yet during this (mall ſpace I-did proclaim 

To you, and to the world, my purer flame, 

I never ſaw the man that durſt draw near, _ 

With his ambicious Love Cafſault your Ear. 

What providence has kept us thus aſunder ? 

Grac, When I have ſpoke you'l find it is no wonder, 
He ha<a Miſtreſs more renown'd then me, 

Whom he does Court, his dearer Loyalty ; 

He on his legs does now her favours wear ; 

H2 is confin'd by her foul Raviſher : 

You may not know his Pcrion ; but his Name 


| [Grae, weep, 


MI 


( 


Scandal of his ? 
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I: ftrange to none that have convers'd with Fame, 
'Tis Brace, 

Beauf, The Man indeed I ne're did ſee, 
But have heard wonders of his Gallantry. 

Grac, This gallant Man my Brother ever lov'd ; 
But his Heroick Virtues ſo improv'd 
In time thoſe ſeeds of Love which firſt were fown, . 
That to the higheſt Friendſhip they are grown. 
This Friendſhip firſt, and not his Love to me, 
Sought an Alliance with our Family. 
My Siſter and my {2If were newly come 
From learning how to live, to live at home ; 
When barren of Diſcourſe one day, and free 
With's Friznd, my Brother chanc'd to talk of me ; 
Unlucky accident ! his Friend reply'd, 
He long bad wiſh'd their Blood might be ally'd ; 
Then preſsd him that they. might my Father move 


' To givean _— to his Love: 


His Perſon and his Merits were fo great, 
He granted faſter then they could entreat 
He wiſh'd the Fates which govern hearts wou'd be 
So kind to him to make our hearts agree , 
Bur told them he had madea ſacred Vow, 
Never co force what Love ſhould difallow. 
[ Enter Sir Frederick and Widow.. 
But ſee, Sir Frederick and my Aunt, ; | 
My Lord, ſome other time I will relate 
The ſtory of his Love, andof its Fate. 
kK= Sir Fred, How now my Lo'd ? fo gravea countenance 
In the preſence of your Miſtreſs ? , 
Widow, what wou'd you give 
Your eyes had power to make me ſuch 
Another melancholly Gentleman ? 
I id, I have ſeen &ne as merry a man as 
Your ſelf, Sir Frederick,, brought to ſtand 
With folded arms, and with a triftful look 
Tella mournful tale to a Lady. 
| Enter a Fyot-boy, and whiſpers Sir Frederick, 
Sir Fred. The Devil ows ſome men a fhame ; | 
The Coach is ready ; Widow, I know 
You are ambitious to be ſeen in my Company. | 
Wid. My Lord, and Couſin, will you honour 
Me with yours to the Park ; that may take off the 


Enter 
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Enter Aurelia 4::z Leticia, | ; 
Beauf. Madam, we'l wait upon you: 
But we muſt not leave this Lady behind us. 
Wid, Couſin Aurelia— 
Aurel, Madam, I beg you will excuſe me, and 
You, my Lord ; I feel a little indiſpoſition, 
_— darenot venture into ſo ſharp an 
Air, . 
Beaxf, Your Servant, Madam. [ Exeunt all but Aurelia 8nd Leticia, 
Aurel, Retire ; I wou'd not have youſtay with mc, A 
I have too great a train of miſery. 4 
_ Ifwirtuous Love in none be cul of ſhame, 
Why ſhou'd itbe a crime to own the flame ? 
- But we by Cuitom, not by Nature led, | 
Muſt in the beaten paths of Honour tread. | | 
I love thee, Brace ; byt Heav'n, what have I done | 
Leticia, did I not command you hence ? 
Letic. Madam, I hope my care is no offence : 
IT am afllifted thus to fee you take 
Delight to keep your miſcries awake. | 
Aurel. Since you have heard me, ſwear you will be true 5 
Leticia, none muſt know I love but you, 
Letic, If Lat any time your Love declare, 
May I of Heav'n and ſerving you deſpair, 
Though I am young, yet I have fel this ſmart; 
Love once was buli2 with my tender heart. 
Aurel, Wert thou in love ? 
'Leric, 1] was. 
Aurel, Prethee, with whom ? 
Letic, Wirh-one that like my ſelf did newly bloom : - 
Methoughrts his A&tions were above his Years. { She weeps. 
Aur. Leticia, you confirm me by your tears 
Now I believe you lov'd; did he love you ? 
Letic, That had been more then to my Love was due ; 
He was ſo much above my humble Birth, . 
My Paſhon had been fitter for his mirth. , 
Aurel And does your Love continue ſtill the ſame ? | 
Leric,, Some ſparks remain, but Time has quench'd the flame 
I hope *twill prove as kind to you, and cure 
Theſe greater griefs which (Madam) you endure. 
Aurel. Time to my bleeding heart brings no relief ; 


Death there muſt heal the fatal wounds of grief : | 

Leticia, come, within this ſhady Bower : ) 
We'l joyn our mournful voices, and repeat \ 
Tke faddeſt tales we ever learn'd of Love. : ] Aurelia 


(19) a os 
Aurclia 4s Leticia walk into an Arbour, and fing this Song in Parts; 
SONG. 


Hen Phillis watch'd her barmleſs Sheep 
Nat one poor Lamb was made a prey ; 
Tet ſhe had cauſe enough to weep, 
Her filly heart did go a(tray : 
Then flying t9 the neighbomring Grove, 
Sbe left the tender Elockto rove, 
And tothe Winds did breath her Love. 
She (ought in vain 
To eaſe her pain ; 
The heedleſs winds did fan hey fire; 
Venting her grief 
Gave no relief ; 
But rather did encreaſe defire, 
Them ſitting with ber arms acroſs, 
Her ſorrows ſtreaming from each eye ; 
She fix*d ber thoughts upon her loſs, 
And wm diffair reſolv'd to de, 


Atnrel, Why ſtou'd you weep, Leticia, whilſt we fing ? | Walking ont of 
Tell me from whence thoſe gentle Currents ſpring. ' » the Arbour. 
Can yet your faded Love cauſe-ſuch freſh ſhowers ? 

This water is too good for dying flowers. 

Letic, Madam, it is fiich Love commands this dew 
As cannot fade; it is my love to you. 

Aurel. Leticia, am weary of this place; 

And yet I know not whither I ſhould go. 

Letic, Will you be plea&'d to try if you can fleep ? 
That may deceive you of your cares a while. . 

Aurel. I will : there's nothing here does give me caſe, 

But in the end will nourith my diſeaſe. '. * [ Exemnt, 


SCEN. III. 
Scene, A Tavern. 


Enter Wheadle, and immediately afier him 8 Foot=boy, 
Whead.. The hour is come ; 
Where's your Maſter, Sirrah ? 
Foot-b. He'l be here immediately, Sir, 
c [) IFPhead, 


 (20)- | 
Whead. Is he neatly drefs'd ? | 
Boy. In the very ſuit he won th'other day 
Of the Buckinghameſhire Grafier, : 
Fhead, Take this Letter, and'give it me | 
When you perceive me talking with | 
Sir Nicholas Culy, with recommendations from 
A Lady ; lurk in ſome ſecret place till hes - { 
Come, that he may not perceive you at his s 
Entrance, Oh, here's Palmer, Exit Foot-boy, | 
Thom, what's the price of a ſcore of fat Enter Palmer. | 
Weathers? "ol 
Palm, Do they not well become me, boy ? | 
head, Nature doubtleſs intended thee for a Rogue, 
She has ſo well contriv'd thee for 
Diſguiſes. Here comes Sir Nichslas. [ Enter Sir Nicholas: 
Sir Nicholas, come, come; This is an honeſt Friend 
And Countryman of mine. 
Sir Nich. Your ſervant, Sir ; isnot the Lady come by yet ? 


Whead, 1 expe& her every moment, ——— Ho, here's her Boy. 

Well, whatnews ? | Emer Boy. 
Boy. My Lady preſents her ſervice to you, Sir, and has | 

Sent you this. | [Delivers a Letter, 


[ Wheadle reads, and ſeems much difpleas'd, 
Sir Nich, What is the matter, man ? | 
Whead. Read, read ; I want patience to tell you, | Gives Cul.the Letter. 
Fortune ſtill jades me inall my expeRation*, 
Sir Nich. rea1ing the L:tter, The Citizens wife forc'd 
Togo to Greenwitch with her husband ; 
Will meet ſome time next week. 
Come, come, headle, another time will do ; 
Be not fo paftionate, man. 
' Fphead, ] muſt abuſe my friend upon an idlc 
' Womans words! | ; 
Sir Nich. Pifh, 'tis an accident : Corte, let us 
Drink a glaſs of Wine, to put theſe Women 
Out of our heads. { | 
Palm, Women? ho Boys, Women, where are the Women ? \ 
Hhead, Here's your merry -Country-man, 


Palmer ſings, 
He took ber by the Apron, » 
To bring ber to bis beck ; | ) 


But as be wound ber to him 


The Apron-ftrings did break, F 
nter 
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Entey Drawer with Wine, 

Sir Nich, A merry man indeed. Sir, my ſervice toyon. [Drinks to Palm, 

| Palm, Thank you, Sir. Come Mr. Fheadle, remembring 

ſ 5x My Land-lord, i'faith ; wou'd he were e'en among usnow. 

Come be merry man. * Lend me your hand, Sir, you [* To Sir Nich, 

Look like an honeſt man ; here's # good health | 

To all that are ſo: Tope Here pledg me. [ Drinky, 

[ Gives Sir Nicholas the Glaſs, 

Sir Nich, Mr. Wheadle, to you. | Drinks, and leaves ſome in theGlaſs. 
Palm. Ile not abate you an ace. 'Slid, y'are not | 


So honeſt as I cook you for. [ Sir Nicholas drinks up the reſt, 


Palmer Sings. 


If any man baulk Liquor 

Let him never baulk.the Gallows, 
But ſing a Pſalm there with* Vicar, 
Or die in a dirty Ale=houſe 


Enter Drawer. 
Drawer, There's a Country-man below defires to 
Speak with his Maſter Palmer, 
Palm. So, (o, thank thee Lad; it is my man, I 
Appointed him ro call here ; h'as ſold the Cattle 
le warrant you : Ile wait upon you agen 
Preſently, Gentlemen. [ Ex, Palmer, 
IF head, Is not this a very pleaſant fellow ? 
Sir Nich, The pleafanOf I ever met with ; What is he ? 
Whead, He's a Buckingham-ſhire Grafier, very 
Rich ; he has the fat Oxen, and fat Acres in the Vale: 
I met him here by chance, and cou'd not avoid 
Drinking a glaſs o' Wine with him. I believe he's 
Gone down to receive money ; + 
*T were an excellent defign to buble him. 
Sir Nich, How 'twou'd change his merry note; will you 
| Try him ? 
| Whead, Do you: | 
I cannot appear int, becauſe he takes me for his Friend. 
Sir Nich, How neatly I cou'd Top upon him / 
IVhead, All things will paſs upon him, I'le go 
Your half: Talk of Dice, you'l 
; Perceive if he's coming, What money have you | , 
\ About you ? 2 | 
" Sir Nich, Ten pieces, 


D 2 :  Whead, 


5 
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FFhead. I have about that —- t00, nere, take.it, 
If he ſhould run us out of our ready money - 
Be ſure you ſet him deep upon Tick, DEE 
If he'l be at you, that we may recover it ; 
For we'l not pay a farthing of what we loſe 
That way. Huſh, here he comes. | 

Enter Palmer with a bag of Money under bis arm, and fling 
2 upen the Table. , 

Palm. All my fat Oxen and Sheep are melted 
To this, Gentlemen. 
* Whead, Their greaſe is well try'd, Sir, 

Sir Nich, Come, Sir, forall your riches, youare in * 
Arrear here. [ Offers him a Glaſs, 

Palm.. Fle be ſoon oat of your debts: My hearty . | 
Love to you, Sir. | Drinks. ] Wou'd | 
ihad you both in Buck;ngham-fkirce, and a. 
Pipe of this Canary in my Cellar ; we'd 
Roaſt an Ox before we parted ; ſhouw'd we 
Not, Boy ? 


Palmer $ ngs, 


Wed fin, and we'd laugh, and we'd arink, all the day ;, 
Our Reaſon we'd baniſh, our Senſes ſhowd ſway ;, 
And every Pleaſure cur Wills ſhowd obey, p 


Paim, Come, drink to me a brimmer if you 
Dare now. R ES 
Sir Nich, Nay, if you provoke me yow'l find me 2 
Bold man : Give me a bigger glaſs, Boy: . 
So, this is fit for men of Worſhip : Hang your | ; 
Retail Drinkers ; have at thee, my brave Country-man, [ Drizkg, 
Palm, Ve doall 1 can for my guts to pleas thee. 


, Ho, braveboys! that's he, that's he, faith 5 how 


Icowd hug thee now! Mr. z#beadle, to you. 
head, Fproteſt, Gentlemen, you'l fright me out 
Of your Company. Sir Nicholas, ſhall we have 
TH' other round. 
SirdNick. I<t's pauſe a while, What fay 
You, Gentlemen, if, to paſs away the time, 
And to refreſt-us, we ſhould have a Box and Dice, 
And fling a merry Mayn among our ſelves in ſport ? : 
Whes, *T'will ſpoil good' Company ; by no means, Sir Nichol#s, * P, 
Palm. Bang play among Fricnds ; ki have a Wench :. 
MT Sings; 


LY 
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And, Jenny was all my Foy, * 
She bad my Heart at ber will ; 
But I left her and ber toy : 
Wi hen ence Thad got my fill.' 


Sings. 


| What ſay you, fhall we have her ? 
Sir Nich. Weare not drunk enough for a Wench. 
Palm, Let's ſing a Catch then. * 
' Whead. Cull, Agreed, agreed. 
Fhead, Begin, Mr. Palmer, | 


' Palmer ings, ſtanding in the middle, with a Glaſs of Wine m hu vans, 
Palm. TI have no deſign bere, | 
But drinking good Wine here, 
Whea. Nor I Byy. 
Sir Nic. Nor I, Boy. 
Whea. Th' art my Boy, 
Sir Nic. Th art my Boy. 
All 3} Our heads are too airy for Plots 2 
Let #5 hug then al! three, 
Since our Virtues agree, 
Wel hollow and caſt up our Hats, SE 
[ They hollow whilſt Palmer drinks, and 3her2 
change till it bas yone round, 
$ir Nich. Enough, enough, | 
| Palm, Very good boys all, very good boys all. Give 
Me a glaſs of Wine there ; fill a Brimmer : Sir 
Nicholas, yu Lady. 
Sir Nico, Pray, Sir, forbear ; Imuſt be forc'd to leave 
Tour Company elſe. 
Prethee, Wheadle, let's haye a Box and Dice, 
theadagWe ſhall grow dull, Mr, Pa/mer, what ay 
You to the busneſs ? : 
Palm, I do not.underftand Dice : Tunderſtand good. 
Paffure and drink, —Hans the Devil's bones. ; 

[ Wheadle whiſpers Cully to ſend for Dice,, Caily; «+ 
| winſpers the Drawer, 
Palmer Szngy, 

Fe that leaves bis Fine for Boxes and Dice, 

Or his Wench for fear of miſhaps, 
May be beg all his days, crackeng of Lice, 

4nd gie in concluſion of Glaps, x 
LI 
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* Enter Dxawer with Dice, 
' Palm. Come, come, Gentlemen, this is the harmleſſer 
Sport of the two ; a merry glaſs round. | 
Sir Nich, Excuſe me, Sir ; Þlepledg you here, 
Come, come, Sir, on Six ; Six isthe Main, 
Palm. The Main ? what's che Main? E 
Sir Nich, Do not you underſtand Hazard ? 
Palm. T underſtand Dice, or hap-hazard ! 
Sir Nich, Can you play at Paſlage ? 
Palm, You paſs my underſtanding :. I can fling 
Moft at a throw, for a Shot, ora glaſs of Wine. 
Sir Nich, Paſſage is cafily learn'd : The Caſter wins 
If he fling above ten with Doublets upon 
Three Dice. 
- Palm, How Doublets ? 


Sir Nich, Two of a ſort 5 two Cinques, two Tre's, or the like, 


Palm, Ho, ho; I have you. 

Sir Nich, Come, et then. 

Palm, 1 ſet you this Bottle. 

Sir Nich, Nay, nay, fet money. 

Palm, Is it a fair play Mr. z/headle ? Ttruſt to you. 

#head, Upon my word a very fair ſquare play ; but 
This table is fo wet, there's no playing upon it, 


Drawer, Will you be pleas'd to remove into the next Room, 


Gentlemen ? 
Sir Nich, I think *twill not be amiſs. 
Whead. Much better. Come Mr, Palmer. 
Palm, le follow, Sir. 


Palmer ſmgs. 


If ſhe be not as kind 4s fair, , 
But peeviſh and unhandy, | 
Leave ber, ſhe's only worth the care 
Of ſome fpruce F ackea-dand)y, 

T wou'd not have #hee ſuch an Aſſe, 
Ha# ft thou ne*re ſomuch leiſare, 

To ſigh and whine for ſuch a Laſs 
Wyoſe Pride's above her Pleaſure 


Sir Nich, Ho brave Boy ! 
- Palm. March on, march on: 


WY 


[ Takes Dice, 


Sings, 


: (25) 
Sings, 


Make mnch of ery buxome Girl, 

Which needs but little Courting ; 

Her value is above the pearl, | 

That takes delight in fporting. Exennt Omnes, 


i 
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ACT. HILL. SCEN. I. 


Scene, A Tavern. 


Enter S;r Nicholas Cully, Wheadle, Palmer, «nd Drawer, 


Pal. Ay, Sir Nich/las, for all your haſte, I muſt 
Have a Note under your hand for the thouſand 
Pounds you owe me, 
Yhead, This muſt not be among Friends, Mr. Palmer ; 
Sir Nich'las ſhall not pay the money. 
Sir Nich, Thad beena Mad-man to play atſuch a rate 
If I had ever intended to pay. 
Palm, Though Iam but a poor Country-man, I ſcorn 
To be chous'd ; 1 have Friends in Town. | 
Whead. But hark you, Mr. Palmer. 
Palm, Hark me no harks; I'ls have my money. 
Sir Nich, Drawer, take your Reck*nins. 
head, laughing. Farewel, Sir; haſte intothe Country to 
Mind your Cattle. 
Palm, But hark you, Gentlemen ; are you in earneſt ? 
head. Ay indeed, fare you well, Sir. 
P2/m. 1 took you for my Friend, Mr. Wheadle 
But now 1 perceive what you are. | 
* Your car, Sir. [* To Cully, 
Whea, Never fear him : he dares not to go into the 
Field, without it be among his ſheep. 
Cl, Agreed ; to morrow, about cight in the morning, 
Near Pancridge. 
head. I will have the honour to ſerve you, Sir Nich'las. . 
Provide your ſelf a Second, Mr, Palmer, 
[ Excxnt Sir Nich, aud Wheadle laughing, 


Palm, So, laugh : 
This is the Sheep that I muſt fleece, [ Exit, 


SCEN,. 
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SCEN. I1. 


Scene, Covernt-Garden, 


Enter Sir Frederick Frollick, with Fidlers before him, and ſix or eight 
Link= boys, dancing and finging, 
. Sir Fred, Here, here, this is the window ; range your 
Sclves here. 
Enter the Bell-man, 
Bell-m, Good-morrow, Gentlemen. 
Sir Fred. Honeſt Bell-man, prethee lend me thy Bell. 
Bell-m, Withall wy heart, Maſter, 
[ Sir Fred. r ings the Bell, aud then repeats "ſl Verſes, 
Sir Fred, Tou Widow, that do fl:ep dog «ſleep, 
An now for your lead Husbani weep, 
Perceiving well what want you have 
Of that pocy worm has eat in Grave z 
Riſe out of Bed, and pe the door ; 
Here's that will all your joys reflove. 
Good-morrow, my Afiſtreſs dear, Good=morrow, 
Goodanorrow,, Widow, . 
{ He rings the Bell again, 
The Chamber-mail comes to the Window wnlac'd, bolding her 
Petticoats ir ber hand, 
Maid, Who's that thar comes at this unſcafonable 
Hour, to diſturb my Ladies quiet, 
Sir Fred. An honeſt Bell-man, to mind her of her frailty. 
Maid.. Sir F: ederick,, | wonder you-w'll oftzr this ; 
You will looſe her favour for ever. 
Sir Fred, Ya ce miitaken ; now's the time to creep into | 
Her favour. 
Mai, I'm fire y'ave wak'd me out of the eh fleep. , 
Hey ho-——- 
Gi Fred, Poor girl ! let me in, Ple rock w 
Thee into a ſweeter, 
M:#4, 1 heara flirring in my Mifſtreſſes Chamber ; | 
E believe Yave frighted her: Exit Mud. 
Sir Fred, Sound a Freth Alarm « the Enemy" 5at hand. Fidlers play. 
The Widow comes to1h- Window in her Night=Gown, | 
wid, Whoſe ifolence 1s this, taat daresaffront me 


Thus ? 
Str Fred, in Ti there hc infolence in T.ove, *tis I 
a Canting Tone, » Hai '& done you this unwilling injury, 
ITid. 


0, 


A 


W5d, What pitiful rhyming eb dare he ſpeats 
As if he were prompted by the Fidlers. 

Sir Fred. Alas, what pains I take thus to uncloſe 
Thoſe pretty eye-lids which lock*d up my Foes ! 

.Wid, A. godly Buke would become that tone a great 
Deal better : He might get a pretty living by | 
Reading Mother Shiptor's Prophefies, or ſome 
Pious Exhortation at the corner of a Street : 
His mournful voice, I vow, has moy'> my compaſſion, 

' Sir Fred, Ay, ay, we ſhou'd have a fellow.feeling of one 
Another indeed, Widow. 

Wid, Sir Frederick , is it yuu ? 

Sir Fred, Yes truly; and can you be angry, Lady ? 
Have not your Quarters been beaten up 
At theſe moſt ſeaſonable hours before now ? 

IFVid. Yes; but it has been by one that has had a Commiſſion 
For what he did : I'm afraid ſhou'd it once become 
Your Duty, you would ſoon grow weary of the Employnient. 

Sir Fred, Widow, I tate this diſtance ; *tis not the Engliſh faſhion : 
Prethee let's come to'r hand to fiſt, -. x 

Will give nocntcrtainment to ſuch lewd perfor. 


Farewell, Sir. [ Exit Wid, 
Sir Fred, Ple fetch thee again, or conjure the whole Garden up. 
Sing the Catch I taught you at the Roſe, [ Fidlers fing, 
SONG. 


E that will win a Widows heart 
Muſt bear up brichlyto ber : 
She loves the Lad that's free and ſmart, 
But hatei the formal Wooer, 


Widow runs to the window again, with ber Maia, 

#id. Hold, hold, Sir Frederick; what do you imagine 
The Neighbours will think 2 , 

Sir Fred, So ill, I hope, of thee, thou'lt be forc'd to 
Think the better of me, | 

Wid. lam much beholden to you for the care you have 
Of my Reputation. \, | 

Sir Fred, Talk no more, bur let the door be open'd ; 
Or e'{c Fidlers= 

Wid. Pray hold ; what ſecurity ſhall I have for 


\ Your good behaviour? 
Sir Fred, My Sobriety. 
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wid. That's pawn'd at the Tavern from whence | 


You came, 

Sir Fred, Thy own Honeſty then ; is that engag'd? 

id. 1 think that will go nigh to ſecure me. £ 
Give 'em entrance, Betty, { Ex. Widow, aud ber Mid. | 


Enter Palmer, with a Link before bim, 
Sir Fred. Ha! who goes there ? 
Palm. An humble Creature of yours, Sir. 
Sir Fred, Palmer in a diſguiſe ! What roguery 
Haſt thou been about ? 
Palm Out of my loyal inclinations doing | 
Service to his Majeſty, 
Sir Fred. What ? a plotting ? 
Palm. How to deſtroy his enemies, Mr, Fheadle 
And I are-very vigilant. | 
Sir Fred. In bubbling of ſome body, on my life. 
P.:11, We do not uſe to boaſt our ſervices, 
Nor do weſeck Rewards ; good aftions 
Recompenſe themſelves. | 
Si. Fred, Ho, the dcor opens; farewell, Sirrah, 
G-ntlemen, wait you without, and be ready 
When I call. _ LIED 
Honeſt Bell-man, drink this. { Gives the Bell-man money, 
Bell.m, Thank you, Noble Maſter. | Exiz Bell-man., 
Sir Fred, entring, Here's ſomething to ſtop thy mouth too, 
| "6b [ The Maid ſhrieks. 4 
; Maid, Out upon you, Sir Frederick; you'l never leave 
Your old tricks.” [ Exeunt. 


SCEN. III. 


Scene, The Widows Houſe. 


Enter Sir Frederick, leading the Widow, follow'd by her Maid. 
Sir Fred, Little did I think I ſhou'd-ever have been brought 
 Tothis pa: Love never had the power torobme 


Oc Lanel mas. A ect ea RE oo ts, oo ADL ST ee 


Of my reſt before. 
wid, Alas, poor Gentleman ! he has not beenus'd to 
Theſe late hovrs. " 


Sir Fred, Widow, do not you be peeviſh now; *tis dangerous 
Tcfting with my affc&ion ; *tis in its infancy, and - © - | 
Muſt be humour'd. . 

wid. Pray teach me how, Sir. - -<# 

Sir Fred, Why, with kiffes, and ſuch pretty little dalliances z 

Thus, thr, £7 '.* ['Riffes = 
"id, y 
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wid, Fold, hold, Sir ; if it be fo froward, put it oue 
To Nurſe ; Iam not fo fond of it as you imagine ; 
Pray how have you diſpos'd of your brave Camerades ? 
Have you left them to the mercy of the Beadle ? 
Sir Fred, No, you muſt be acquainted with their Virtues, 
Enter, Gentlemen. | 
Enter the Fidlers, and a Maſque of the Links boys, who are Dancing- 
maſters, diſguu'*d for the Frollick, | 
zpid., Theſe are men of $kill. [ After the Maſque, 
Sir Fred. I diſguis'd *em for your entertainment, | 
wid, Well, Sir, now Ihope you'l leave me to my | 
Reſt. ; 
Sir Fred, Can you in conſcience turn a young man 
Out of doors ar this time o'th* night, Widow 2: 
Fic, fic, the very thought on't will keep you 


CY 


Waking. \ 
wid, So pretty, ſo well-favour'd a young man ; 
One that loves me. 
Sir Fred. Ay, one that loves you. 
wid, Truly tis a very hard-hearted thing. [ She ſighs, 


Sir Fred, Come, come be mo'lifi'd. You may go, Gentlemen, 

And leave me here ; you may go. [ To the Maſquers, 
rid, You may ſtay, men, you may ſtay, 

And take your Captain along with you: 

Youl find good Quarters in ſome warm Hay-loft. _ 
Sir Fred. Mercileſs Woman ! Do but lend me thy Maid ; faith I'ſc 


.Ukſe her very tenderly and lovingly, even as I'd uſe 


Thy (elf, dear Widow, if thou wou'dft but make proof 
Of my affeQion. 
4d. lf the Conſtable carry your ſuſpicious perſon to the 
Comprter, pray let me have notice of it ; I'k: ſend my 
Taylor to be your Bail. 
Sir Fred. Go, go to bed, and be idle, Widow ; that's worſe then 
Any misfortune I can meet with. Strikeup, and give 
Notice of our coming. Farewell, Widow ; 
I pity thy ſolitary condition, [ Exeunt Fidlers playing, 


SCEN. IV. 
Scene, Sir Frederick's Lodging. 


| Enter Dufoy, and Clark, 
| Clark, T wonder Sir Frederick, ſtays out fo late. 
* Dufoz, Disis noting ; fix, ſevena clock in de morning 
E 2 [ 
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Is ver good hour. Ve 
Clark. I hope he does nor uſe theſe hours often, = Ts 
Defoy. Some fix, ſeven time a veek.; no oftiner, | 
Clark, My Lord commanded me'to wait his coming, 
Dafoy. -Matre Clark, to divertiſe you, I viltell you 
How Idid get be acquainted vid dis bedlam Matre. 

Abont'two, tree year ago me had for my conveniance | Enter a Foot=boy, 

Diicharge my !f from attending as Matre D'oſtel to : 

A perſon of Condition in Parie ; it hapen after de 

Diſpatch of my !irtel atfaire 

' Foot-b, That is, after ad ſpent-his money, Sir. 
Dufsz, Jan foutre de Lacquez me vil have de Vip 
And de Belle vor your breeck, Rogue. © -* EINE 
Fovieb, Sir, ina word, he was JoAPnS toa Mountebank,” 

And turn'd oft for want of wit 5 my Maſter pick*d him: ©: 7 

Up before a Puppitsſhow, mumbling a half-penny 

Cuſtard, to ſend him with a Letter to the Poſt. 

Dafv, Morbleu, ſee, ſez de inſolance of de Foot-boy Engliſh, ' -_ 

Bogre Raſcale, you lye, begar l vil cutte your troate. { Exit Foot-boy, 
Clark, He's a Rogue ; on with your ftory, Monfkeur, "BST 
Difvy. Marre Clark, 1 am your ver humble Serviteur., but 

Begar me have no patience to be abuſe. As Tdid fay,: After 

De difpatche of my affaire, van day being Idele, vich 

Noes preduce de M-]ancho!lique, I did valke over , 


And my more ſerious tonzhte, me did look ro'ſfee 

De Marrionerc and de Jack-puddinge, vich 

Did x lay hundred pretty trike, time de. | 197 # 

Collation vas come z and vor I had no companie, I vas 

Unvilling to go ro de Cabarzte, butdid buy a Darriole, 

rh Lictc] Cuſtarde vich did fatisfie my apetite ver vel : Ki 
In dis time young Mounfieur de Granavil (a Jentelman: © © © -- 
Of'er great Quallicy, van dat vas my ver good Friende, 
And has den me ver great and infienal favenre) - * : 
Come by in his Caroche, vid dis Sir Frollick, who did. 
Pention at de fame Academy, to learn de 
Language, de bon mine, de great horſe, and 
Many odertrik$ ; Monſieur ſeeing me did 

g Make de bowe, and did beken, beken mecome 

Tohim ; he did telie me dat de Englis Jentelman- 

Had de Letre vor ve Poſte, and did entreate 

Me (if I had de oppertunity) to ſee de Letre 

Deliver ; he did tel]e me too, it vold bever great 


O->ligation: de memory of de ſavcur I had - 
Receive 


e nzw Bridge in P.rie, and to devertiſe detime, pS WF, 
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Receive from his Famelye, befide de inclination I 
Naturally have to ſerve de &rangere, made me 
Retourne de complemen vid ver great civility, T7 
And ſo I did takede Letre, and fe it delivere. 
Sir Frolick perceiving (by de managment of.dis 
Afﬀaire) dat I vas man d* efprit, and of vitte, did 
Entreate me to be his Serviteur ; me did take 
D' affe&ion to his Perſone, and vas contents to live 
Vid him, to counſel and to adviſe him. You ſec 
Now de lye of de Bougre de Lacque Englithe, Morbleu, 
| Emnter a Footeman, 

Foot-m, Monſieur, the Apothecary is without. 

Dafoy. Dat news be no ver velcome, begar. | 
Matre Clarke, go and fit you down ; I vil but ſwal 
My break face, and be vid you again preſant.. - 


Morbleu L' apothecare. [Exeunt, 


SCEN V. 


Scene, A Field. 


| Enter Wheadle and Cully. 
Cully. Dear wheadle, this is too dangerous a teſtimony 
Of thy kindneſs, 
IVhead. I ſhou*d be angry with you if you thought fo : 
What makes you ſo ſerious ? | 
Cxl, 1am ſorry Idid not provide for both our ſafcties. 
Whea1, How ſo? 
Cul. Colonel Hew(n is my neizhbour, and very gcod 
Friend ; I might have acquainted him with | F 
The buſineſs, and got him with a File of | 
Musketiers to ſecure us all. | 
Wkead, But this wou'd not ſecure your Honour, 
What wou'd the world have judg'd ? | 
Cul, Let the world have judg'd what it wou'd : Have: 
We not had many prefidents of, late, and 
The world knows not what to judge ? 
Whead, But you ſee there was no need to hazard 
Your Reputation ; here's no enemy appears. 
Cl, We have done our duty, let's be going then. F 
FW head. We ought to wait a while. 
Cul, Taeair is ſo-bleak, I vow Ican no lenger- ; > 
Endure it. : 


WWhead, Have alittle patience, methinks 1 ſee two 
Making 
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Making towards us 
In the next Cloſe. : 
Cul, Where, where ? 'tis them. 
Whead, Bear up bravely now like a man. 
Cl. I proteſt I am the worſt diflembler 
In caſes of this nature. 
- head, Alon; look like a man of reſolution, 
Whither, whither go you ? 
Cxl. But to the next houſe to make my will, 
For fear of the worſt ; tell them Ile be here 
Again preſently. 2 
. head, By no means ; if you give *cm the leaſt occaſion 
Toſuſpe& you, they'l appear like Lions. | 
Cul, Well, *tis bur giving ſecurity for the money ; 
That will bring me off at laft. 
Enter Palmer and hzs Second. 
Palm. I ſee you ride the Fore-horſe, Gentlemen. : 
[ Al trip but Cully, who fumbles with his Doublet, 
Whead, Good-morrow, Sir. - 
Sec. Come, Sir, let us match the ſwords. [ To Wheadle. 
Whead, With all my heart. - [ They match the Swords, 


Palmer Sings. 


He had and a good right Bilbo blade, 
Wherewith he w'd to vapour z - 

Full many a ftubhorn Foe had made 
To wince and cut a caper, 


Sec. Here's you ſword, Sir. | { To Palmer, 
Palm. Come, Sir, are yourcady for this ſport ? [ To Cully. 
{l, By and by, Sir ; I will not rend the buttons from my 

Doublet for no mans pleaſure. 7 


t#heal. Death, y*ave ſpoil'd al! ; make haſte. 
Cxl. Hang 'em, the Devil eggs *em on; they will fight. 
Palm. What, will you never have done fumbling ? 
Sec, This is a ſhame fight him with his Doublet on ; | 
| There'sno foul play under it. | | 
Palm, Come, Sir, have at ycu. [ Making to Cully. 
| Sec, Here, here, Sir, ' [ To Wheadle. 
Yhead. I am for you, Sir. [ Wheadle and the Second ſeem to fight. 
- Cal. Hold, hold, I beſeech you, Mr. Palmer, hear me, h 
ear me, 


ihead, What's the matter ? 4 
Cul, 


Cxl, My Conſcience will not let me fightin a wrong 
Cauſe, Iwill pay,the money, I have fairly loft it. 
Whead. How contemptible is man, overcome by the worſt of 
Paſſions, Fear ! it makes him as much below Beaſts 
As Reaſon raiſes him above them. I will my ſelf 
Fight you both z Come on, if you dare, 
Cul, Prethee, dear Yheadle, do but hear me- 
Whead. 1 difown all the kindneſs I ever had for you : 
Where are theſe men of valour, which owe their - 
Virtue to this man's Vice 2 let mego, I will chaſtife 


| Their infolence my ſelf. [Cully belds him, 
Cnl. Dear headle, bear with the frailties of 
Thy Frieud. | | « 


Whead, Death, what wou'd you have me do ? canl1 ſerve 
You with any thing more dear then my life ? 

Cul, Let us give them ſecurity. 

head. Do you know what is is you wau'd do? have you conſider'd 
What a thouſand Pounds is! *tis a Fortune forany one man. 

Cul, Twill pay itall; thou ſhalt beno loſer, 

Whead, Do you hear, Shepherd 2 how do you expert 
This money ? ; 

Palm, I expe& ſuch ſecurity for it as my friend ſhall adviſe, 

Sec. A Warrant to confeſs a Judgment from you both, 

#bead, You thall be damw'd firſt ; you ſhall 
Have nothin VP 

Palm, and Sec, We'll have your bloods, 

[ They proffer to fight , Cully bolds Wheadle; 


- 


Whead. Let me go. 
Cul, Dear Fheadle, let it beſo, Youtlhalt 
Have a Judgment, Gentlemen. Ls 
head, I will take care hereafter with whom I engage. 
|  [ The Second pulls papers out of bis pocket. 
What? you have your tackling about you. | 
* Sec, We have Articles for Peace, as well as Weapons 
For War. | | 
}head. Diſpatch, diſpatch then, put me to-no more 
Torment with delays. | 
Sec, Come Sir Nicho!4s to the Book ; you ſee weare favourable, . 
We grant you the benefit of your Clergy.-- Your | Cul.ſubſcribes on Palmer? 
Helping hand,good M.j/headle,to finiſh the work. back,& then Wheadle. 
Whead, Take that into the bargain. | Kicks bam, 
Palm, You ſhall have another, if you pleaſe, at the price, 
Sec. We ſeldom quarrel under a thouſand pounds. 
Palm, and Sec, We wilh you merry, Gentlemen, 
Palmer, 
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Palmer Sings, . 
Come, let's to the Tavern ſcape, 


And drink whilft we can ſland ; 
We thirſt more for the blood &th* Grape 


Then for the blood of man, | 
- [Exeunt Palmer axd Second, 


Ihead Do you ſee now what men of mighty proweſs | 
Theſe are ? 
Cul, I was to blame, indeed. - 


Whead, Tam in ſuch a paflion I know not what 
To do: Let us not ſtand gazing here; 
I wou'd not have this known for a Kingdom. 
Cx], No, norl neither. "FO - [ Exeunt. 
SCEN. VI. 


Scene, The Lord Bevill's Houſe. 


| Enter my Lord Bevil and Lovis. 
Lowe. *Tis yet within your pow'r, Sir, to maintain 
Our Honomr, and prevent this threatning ſtain, | 
| L, Bev. Forbear this wicked infolence : Once more 
I charge you think on yaur Obcdience. [Exit L, Bevil. 
Loris, Beauty, what art thou, we ſo much admire / 
Thou art no real, but a ſeeming fire, 
Which, like the glow-worm, only caſt'it a light 
To them whoſe Reaſon Paſſion does benight. 


Thou art a Meteor, which but blazing dies, 


Made of ſuch vapours as from us ariſe. 
Within thy 2nilty beams lurk cruel Fates, 
To peaceful Families, and warring States, 
Unhappy Friend,to doat on what we know 
Serv, Sir, Colonel Bruce, unexpeRedly releaſed from | 
His Impriſonment, is come to wait upon you. [ Exit Servant, 
Lovis, What fhallI do! Ye Powers above be kind, | 
Some countel give to my diſtrated mind : 
Friendſhip and ſhame within me ſo contend, 
I know not how to ſhun or meet my Friend. | 
* Enter Bruce. | 8 
Bruce, Where is my gen'rous Friend ? Oh Noble Youth, 


[ Ent. a Servant, 


How long have I been rob'd of this content ? [ They embrace,/ 


Though deprivation be the greateſt pain, 
When 


> I Pt moon — 


When Heav'nreftores our happineſs 35) | 
It make: amends by our encreaſe of joy, 
. Perie&ing thar which it did once deftroy. 
Dear Friend, my love does now exa its due ; 
Graciana muſt divide my heart with 3 ou: 
Conduct me to your Siſter, where I may 
Make this my morn of Joy a glorious day. | 
W hat means thi: ſal aſtoniſhment !, i 
Lovis, How can we chuſe but with confulton greet, 
When I your joys with equal ſorrows meet ? 
Bruce, Q Heav'n! muſt my afflitions have no end ! 
I ſcap'd my Foe, to perith by my Friend. 
What ſtrange diſaſter can produce this grief ! 
Is Graciana dead? Speak, ſpeak ; be brief. . 
Lovis. She lives; but I could wiſh her dead. 
Bruce. Rath man! why ſhould your envy ſwell fo high, 
To with the world this great calamity ? 
Wiſh the whole frame of Nature were difloly'd ; . 
That all things to a Chaos were revolv'd. $ 
There is more charity in this deſire 
Since with our loſs, our forrows wou'd expire. 
| Enter Aurelia, 

Lovis, Here comes Awureliz, ſent for my relief ; | 
Heavn knows her tongue can beſt expreſs this grief : 6 
Examine her, and you hal] find ere long 
I can revenge, though not relate your wrong. EE | 

Bruce, For pity baſte, Aurelia, and declare [ Kiſſes ber bind, 
The reaſons of your 3rothers frighting care :. ' OY 
My ſoul is rack'd with doubts, until I know. { After a Pauſe, 
Your filence and your looks, Awrclia, ſhow _ : 
As if your kindnef: made you bear a part 
Of thoſe great forcows that afflict his hearr. 

Aurel, His paſſion is ſonoble and fo juſt, . 

No gen'rous Soul can know it bur it muſt 
Lay claim unto a portion, as its due : | 
He can be this concern'd for none but you. | 

Bruce, Kind Maid, reveal what my mi-fortunes are 
Friendfhip muſt not cngroſs them, though ic ſhare, | 
I nary" willingly my Love ſuſpe& ; | 
And yet I fear 'tisan{wer'd with negleft. 

Aurel, My Siſter, by unlucky ſtars milled; 

From you and from her happineſs i: fled , 

Unskilful in the way, by paſlion preſe'd, 

She has cook ſhelter in anothers breaſt, 

| Ent Bruce, 


£ 


Brace, Fate, thou haft done thy worſt, thy Triumph fin 
Now thou haſt ſtung ſo home, haſt loft thy fling. wy 
I have not power, Graciana, to exclaim  [Afierapenſe, 
Againſt your fault ; indeed you are to blame. | 

Lovis, Tell me, did ſhe her promiſe plight, or give 
Your love encouragement enough to live ? 

Bruce, It was her pity ſure, and not her Love, 

That made her feem my paſſion to approve : 
My ftory was unpleaſant ro her ear 

At firſt ; but time had made her apt to hear 
My Love : She told me that it grew. her grief, 
Asamuch as mine, my pain found noreliet ; 
Then promi&d ſhed endeavour the decreaſe 
Of that in.-her which warr'd againſt my peace. 
*'T was in this joyful ſpring of Love that] - 
Was raviſh'd from her by our enemy : X 
My hopes grew ſtrong, I baniſh'd all deſpair : 
Theſe glowing ſparks I then left to the care 

Of this fair maid, thinking ſhe might inſpire 
My paſſion, and blow up the kindling fire; 

$.2vis, Alas! ſhe, to my knowledg, has been true ;. 
Sas ſpoke and figh'd all that ſhe cou'd for you. 

Aurel. When you were forc'd to end, I did proceed, 
And with ſucceſs the catching fire did feed ; 

Till Noble Beaxfort, one unlucky day, 
A vilit toour Family did pay; I 
Newly arrivd from Forreign Courts, and Fraught 
With all thoſe Vireues that in Courts are taught : 
He with his am'rous Talesſo charm'd her ear, 
That ſhe of Love from none but him wou'd hear. 
*.. Bruce, That heart which I ſo long with toyl and pain 
Beſicg'd, and us'dall ſtratagems to gain, [ Enter a Servant, and whiſpers 
Is now become within a trice we ſee with Lovis. : 
The Triumph of anothers Viftory. o 
There isa fate in love, as wellas war ; 
Some though leſs careful more ſacceſcful ares - 

Lovis, Do not this opportunity withſtand ; 

Theſe Lovers now are walking hand m hand 

Fth* Garden ; fight him there, and ſacrifice 

His heart to that falfe Womans cruel eyes : 

If fate be ſo unjuft to make thee fall, - 

His blood or mine ſhall wait thy Funeral. s 

Bruce. Young man, this raſhne(s muſt have my excuſe, 

_ Since*tis your friendſhip does your faulrproduce 


- 
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by 


If powers above did net this paſſion FLAG 
But that our Love curReaſon did obey, 


Your Siſter I with juliice might accuſe, | » 

Nor wou'd I this occafion then refuſe, | 
Lovis, Does Bruce reſolve thus tamely to decline \ 

His int'reſt, and like fooliſh women pine ? L 


Can that great heart which in your breaſt does dwell 

Let your fond gricfs above your courage ſwell ? 
Bruce, My paſlions grow unruly, and I find 

Too foon they*Iraiſe a Tempeſt in my mind. 

Gractana, like fond Parents, y*are to blame 

You did not in its youth corre& my flame ; 

*'Tis now ſo head-ftrong, and fo wild a fire, 

I fear to both our ruines*twill conſpire : 

I grow impatient, Friend, come lead me where 

I may ta her my injur'd Love declare, 

Graciana, yet your heart ſhall be my prize, 

Orclſe my heart ſhall be your Sacrifice. 

Deſpair's the iflue of ignoble minds, 

And but with Cowards entertainment finds. [ Exexnt Lovis and Bruce. 
Amnrel, Heav'n grant ſome moderation to this rage, 

That Reaſon their ſwePd paffions may aſſwage. | 

Oh, Brace ! thoulittle think'ſt the Fates in me 

Have to the full reveng'd thy injury. [ Ext, 


| SCEN, VII. 
.» Scene, A Garden belonging to my Lord Bevill's Houſe. 


Enter Beaufort and Gracijana. 


Beanf. Madam, what you have told ſo much muſt movye 
All that have ſence. of Honour or of Love, 
That for my Rival I cou'd ſhed a Tear, 
If gricf had any pow'r when you arc near. | 
Grae, Leave this diſcourſe ; your Miftrefs you neglect, 
And to your Rival all your thoughts dire&. 
Enter Bruce and Lovis, and ftand undiſcover'd, 
Beauf. Forgive me, dear Graciana, {I have been 
By my compaſſion footh'd into a fin. 
The holieft man that to the Altar bows 
With wand'ring thoughts too often ſtains his Vows. 
Bruce. Graciana,you are alte!'d much,I find, | Surpriſing ber by the hand, 
Since I was here y'ave learn'd how to be kind, R 
The god of Love, which ſubrly let you ys - 
7 - 2 as 


Has ſtoln your heart, and taught ir Fa obey. 

Grar, Heav'ns ! what tran; ge ſyyprife is this 7 

Bruce, Hither Pm come to prike mylawfulclaimy 
You are my MiſtrcG, and miſt own my flame. 

Beavuf. Forbear, Eol 4 man, and do not tempt thy fate ; | Takzng ber by the 
Thou haſt norri-! tht, her Love does right create : other hand. 
Thy Claim mutt to my. Tit!e here give place z | 

"Tis not who loves, but whom ſhe's plea&d.to grace, 

Grac, Hear m? but ſpeak : Bruce, you divide my care; 

Thouzh not my Love, you my Compaſſion ſhare ; 
My heart do2+* double 'duty-; ; it doe* mourn 
For you brave Brzce , for you brave Beaxfort burn. 

Bruce, Your rity but deftroys : if you wou'd fave, 
It is. _your Love, Gracianz, I muſt haye. , 

Beauf, Her Love is mine.ſhe 1d it noW deCare ; c- 
Name it no more, . but vaniſh and deſpair, | 7 GE 

Bruce. Death, do you think to conjure meaway! 

I am no Devil that am forc'd t * obey : * 
I: Fare fo good at thatghere are ſuch charms {Laying bis bind: on his ſwird., 
Can fright y into the circle of her arms. | 

Beauf. Here is a Sword more fit for my defence ; 
This is not courage, Brice, but inſolence, [Grac, takes Beauf.i bers arms. 
Gracians, let me po, my heart wants roo.  - -; Ms ! 

Gras, My arme til now were ne' re thought troubleſom. oy 

Bruce. Beaufort, 1 hope y'ave courageto appear, 

Where ſacred S infuary I 1: not ricar; * 
Pe leave you row, within that happy ſtate. _ og =. 
Which dces provoke my fury and my hare. - 2 F Exit Bru: and Tov, 

Gr..c. You muſt not meet him in the field, to prove 
A doutttul Combare for my certain Love. | | STS 

ide, 3ourhcart 5 mine; will yonenat EE ONO 
The heart you gave me to is raging foes? .. hag 3A | 
Thoſe men wxnt honour who ſtake that at play 
Which to their Friends their kindneſs gave away. 

Branf. G-acicni, why did you confine me fo . 
Within your arms ? y you ſhard havelet me go : 
We ſoon had finifh'd this our hot debate, | | ES 
Which now mit wait a Jonger time enFace. ' PO LBS 

Grac, None, in combuſt'ons blame ſuch as deſire. 22d Sa bor 
Tofare their pretious Goods from raging fire. | | 

Bzniſh this pafſion now, my Lord, and prove 

Your anver cannot over cloud your TRE, | EET: 

b-azf, Your x vlorious preſ.nee can, op a conticu!, "Zoe { 
And make a calm in my non eſtuogis & zuls; TS” 
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But yet there muſt be time ; the 0399. 5915 3516 ntl awe 


A while with the fierce tempeſts of the = 110'- 12 er. 
Before he make thoſe ſtovinyc@onſiSs-coale,,; e v7 05 2037 ener tel 
And with his conquering beams amend a _u_ 
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Enter Lord nAEE Is Lovis 


Ul Ui iac 
Lovis, FD Arewel, my Lord, Ple'td my Friend declare 
How gen.rous you in your acccprance, Wergs, or; roth. 0 
Beauf, My Honour 1s as forward as my Love, 
On <qual wings of jealouſie they'move.:* UP azo cnn ym e0@ 


I to my Rival will in neichgr-yield 7 .- ,! - 1) Facyorel 
Ive won the Chamber, and will win the Field. ITO 
Lovis, Your Emulation, Sir, is ſwoln fo high, 2 


You may be worthy of his Viftor y: 


You'l meet wich Honour blown, not in 'the REY tent 27. read 
Whoſe Root wasfed with vaſt expenſe of blood. .:- |, ,.-;., Ext Lovi 
Enter Sir Frederick. q a rcp 0040 Se: : 
Sir Fred, What, my Lord, as tudious asa Ccuntyy | - 
Vicar ona Saturday i in the afternoon? ..' es 
I thourhr you had been ready for the Pulpit. MF axudy bg 
Beanf. 1 am not ſtudying of ſpeeches forqny.Miſtr w—_ 
"Tis ation that I now am thinking,on,, 1 *erfag foe 


Whcerein there's Honour to be gain' | 
And you, Coulin, are come.luckil to ſhare it., + _ 
Sir Fred. On my life a prize 4, plaid for.yuur Ming: Y 
I had notice of your Quarre);which brgught me ; , Ing} ES? 
Hicher ſo carly with my Sword rofervs youe. ,, - : ... 2c = PS £3" I 
But dares ſo zealous a Lover as your. Eord(hi pers” 
Break the commanament-of your” Witreſs 2 Ties, 
Poor Lady, fhe wept, and charg'd youto ſl 
In a whole *kin? bur young men never knew 
When tl are well. _ 
Bean, Coulin, my love to "IS cannot makes forget my duty 
To my Family. 
- Sir Fred, Pray wholy body 2” I. my Skill 
on ? 
Mean You met the man; LS s Þ' Se 
Sir Fred, An exvert Gentleman, and L have BOL, : 


I F nc of late, unleſs it were with my. » 
Wig, 


40 ) 
Widows Maids, andthey are cen okrd 
For meat my own weapon. 


Beau uſfin, *cis time we were pr forthe 
ie. - vf. Couſin, preparing 


Sir Fred. 1 wait to ſerve you, Sir. 

Beaxf. Bur yet with grief, Gracinna, I muſt go, 
Since I your Brother there ſhall mece my Foe : 
My fatc too near veſembles theirs where he 
Did wound himſelf that hurt bis Enemy. .. 


SCEN. l I 
Enter Wheadle, and Palmer dreſ®d like the wo xr1; of 


whead. So, my Protens, exaly dref&'d ! 
Dexterous Rogue ! Is Grace peady in her Geers, ayd' 
SettI'd in my Lady Dawbwells houſe ? 

Palm, Every trap is baited. 

head. Vie warrant thee then we catch our Cully: | 
He's gone ta put himſelf into a  fantaſtick 
Garb, in imitation of Sir Frederick F rollick, 
He's almoſt frantick with the very conceit 
Of gaining the rich Widow. But bark, I 
Hear him coming; ſlip down the back way, 


[| Excunt. 


And to yaur charge. | [Exit Palmer, 


Enter Cully, 

Sir Nich, Wheadle, and what think you of this 
Habit? is it not very modith ? 

Ilhead., As any man need wear : How did you 
Furnith your ſelf ſo faddenly ? 

Sir Nich, Suddenly ? I proteft was at. lealt at 
Sixtcen Broakers, before I cou'd:pixt my (| 
ExaRly into thefaſhion ; but ny 1 defre” / 


Sir Frederick,; Tam as fine ashe,; and will be as mad af rey; 


As he, if that will carry the Widow, Flewarcant 
Thee. , 

whead, Is it not better-puſhing thus for a F Fortune, 
Before your Repuration's blaſted 
With the infamous names of Coward Ne" ei BE 
And ſo become able to pay the thoufand'poutrds without noiſe, 
Then going into the Country, ſelling your Land, 
Making a havock among your Woods, or mortgagipg | 
Your Eftate to a ſcrupulons Scrivener, that will 
Whiſper it into the cars of the whole Town, 


1 - 


By 


By inquiring of your behaviour ? © 
fo org nh ombeperer ! And will my Lord 
Bezil ſpeak my commendations to his 
Sifter ? | 
whead, She is impatient till ſhe ſee you, Sir ; 
For in my hearing, upon the account I gave him 
Of you, he told her you were the prettieft, witricſt, 
Wildeft Gentlman about the Town, and a Cavalicr 
In your heart z The only things that take her. 
Sir Nich, Wheadle, come, I will go to the Tavern, 
And ſwallow two whole quarts of Wine 
Inftantly,-and when I am drunk 
Ride on a Drawers back to viſit her. 
Fhead. Some lefs Frollick to begin with. 
Sir Nich, T will cut three Drawers over the pate then, 


And go with a Tavern-Lanthorn before me at noon-day. 
Come away. - [ Exennt, Cully ſinging, 


SCEN. TIII. 


Znter Palmer and Grace. 


- Palm, DonotlT look like a very Reverend Lord, 
Grace ? 
Grace, And Flikea very fine Lady, Mr. Palmer. 
Palm, Yes in good faith, Grace ; what a rogue is that 
Wheadle, to have kept ſuch a Treaſure to himſelf, 
Without communicating 2 li: tle to his Friends ? [ Offers to lyſt her, 
Grace, Forbear z you! be out in your Part, | 
My Lord, when Sir Nich"las comes. 
Palm. The truth is, my Ladyzlanr better 
Prepar'd at this time to a& a Lover then 
A Relation. | | 
Grace, That grave dreſs is very amorous indeed. 
"Palm, My Virtues, like thoſe of Plants in the Winter, 
Are retir'd ; your warm Spring 
Wou'd fetch *em out with a vengeance. . 
Enter Jeany in haſte. 
Fenny. Mr. Wheadle and Sir Nich'las are come. 
Palm. Away, away then, Siſter ; expet your Kew: 

Enter Wheadle, and Sir Nicholas, kicking a Tavern boy before bim, bo: . 
| bas three Bottles of Wine on a Roap banging at his back. | 
Cul. {inging. Then march along, Boys ; valiant and ſtrong, Boyr.. 

$>, lay down the Bottles here... 
| Knead. 


\. (4.2 ) 
red. My Lord, this is the wortliy Geneleman td Serta: 
That 1 rold you was * | Eb. 
Ambitious ro be your Sifters Servant; | 
Cal. Hither Law come, my Lord, to drink . rite 
Your Sifters Health, wi:hout offence; L hope. = 
Palm, You are heartily welcome, Sir; --: | (1 4 
| Cl, Here'sa Brimmer then ro her, and all the | 
Fleas about her: 
; Palm. Sir, Vie call her ſe!fto pledg It. 
Cul, Stay, ſtay, tny | Lord; thatyou'may .: 
Be ableto tell her You ive dranki tt, £2 [Palmer drinks and. exit, 
Vheadle, how do: you like this? 6 6s 133 Lone! bis _ 
Shall I break the Windows ? 2 | 
Fhead, Hold, hold ; you are not ina | 
Houſe of evil reputarion: : '* F933 MD 39-0 td} 
Cal, Well admonift*d! -Sir Frederick. Frolkick! ITT 4 
Io ".-. Enter Palmer an Grace. 
Pal, This i: Sir NN. ob'!as, Siſter. 
I, Madam, 1 ain Sir N; cþ?1as, ad how do you like me ? 
__ T, 'Apretty Ge n:ileman. 
Pray, Sir. are you come 'a Houſe-warminp, 
That you bring your Wine with you ? 
Cz). If you ack lucly pert Queſtions, 


Madam, I can ſtop your mouth, os [ Kiſſes ber. 
Hither I am come to be dru nk, | T1 | 
Thar you may ſee-me drunk; and: ooh on iD os, 
Here's a Health to youtF laniel' 'Petticoat. ppl 4- !, ' | Drinks, 
Grace, Mr, whead!c, my ſervice to you 5 a Health | WT be arinky part. 
_ To Sir Nzicb"la5*s great Grand-lachee! $ Beard-bruſh. ( 


Cul, Nay, pledg me ; ha 
Grace. You are not quarrelſor in your drink, 


I hove, Sir. | CET 7 IONIe 
Cul, No, faith ; 1 am wond'rous loving. » [| Hegs ber, 
Grace. Wa are ; avery bold Lover. HCO bn c2c1roatran Þ 5A 
Cul, Widow, letyon and 1 go apen the ramble ; 

To ni, ht. 


Grace. Do you take me for a Nizht-walker, Sir ? 

{ !. Thou ſhalt be witneſs how:many Conftables 
Staves I'le break about theWatchmens ears; - 
How many Bell-men Fle rob of their Verſes, .: 

To turniſh'a little Appartment in the back fide 
Of my Lodging. 

Grace, I believe-y*are an excellent man at 

— Quar teer-aff, ir. a 


Cu], The odds was on my head againſt any Warrener 
In all our Country , bur I have left it off this 
Two year, My Lord, what ſay you, Do you think 
Your Sifter and I thou'd not furniſh a Bed-chamber | 
As well as two ſoberer people ? what think you, my Lord ? 
Grace, I, and a Nurſery too, I hope, Sir. | 
.Cxl. Well aid, Widow, i'faith ; I will get upon thy body 
A generation of wild Cats, children that ſhall 
Waw, waw, ſcratch their Nurſes, and be drunk 
With their ſucking-bottles. 
Whead. Brave Sir Nich'las. 
Cul. Wheadle, give me a Brimmer ; the Widow 
Shall drink it to our Progeny. a 


Where, where is ſhe gone'? [ Exit Grace. 
Palm. You have frighted her hence, Sir. 

Cl, Vle fright her worſe, if I find her in a corner. 

Ha, Widow, Ile follow you; Ile follow you, ha. 
Whead, The Wine makes the Rogue witty ; he 

| Over-aGs the Part I gave him ; | 

Sir Frederick is not halfſo mad : I will kcep 

Him thus elevated till he has married Grace, 

And we have the beſt part of his Eſtate at our mercy. 

Palm, Moſt ingenious Wheadle / 
- Whead., | was notbornto eaſe nor Acres ; 

Induſtry is all my ſtock of living. [ The women ſhrick, within 
Palm, Hark, he puts them to the ſqueek, : | 
head. We muſt go and take him off ; he*s as fierce 

As a Bandog that has newly broke his chain, . - [ Exeunt laugbing. 

SCEN. IV. 


. Scene, A Field. 
Enter Bruce and Lovis, and traverſe the Stage. 


Then enter four or five men in diſguiſes, 


1 Man. This way they went ; be ſure you kill the Villain , 
Let pity be a ſtranger to your breaſts, 
2 Man, We have been bred, you know, unacquainted with 


Compaſſion. 


3 Mas, But why, Colone], ſhou'd you fo eagerly 
Purſue his life ? he has the report of 
A gallant Man. 
1 Man, He murder'd my Father. 
G $ 3 Man, 


3 May, I have heard he kill'd bing 42 in 
The Field at Nasby, © 

1 Man, He kill'd him, that's cnough , and I my ſelf 
Was witneſs : I accus'd him to the, 

' ProteRor, and ſubborn'd Witneſs 
To have taken away his life by form 
Of Law ; but my Plot was diſcover'd, and 
He yeſterday releas'd ; fince which Pve 
Watch'd an opportunity, without the 
Help of ſeeming Juſtice, for my Revenge. 
Strike home. — 
Man. We are your hired ſlaves ; and fince 

You'l bave it ſo, we'l ſhed his blood, 
And never ſpare our own. | Exeunt, drawing their Swords, 


Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick, and traverſe the Stage, \» 


Enter Bruce and Lovis at another door. 
Bruce, Your Friendſhip, noble Youth, *s too prodigal ; 
For one already loft you venture all ; 
Your preſent happineſs, your future joy ; 
You for the hopeleſs your great hopes deſtroy. 
Lovis. What can I venture for fo brave a Fiend ? 
I have no hopes but what on you depend, 
Shou'd I your Friendthip and my Honour rate 
. | Below the value of a poor Eftate, 
A heap of dirt ! Our Family has been 
Toblame, my blood moſt here atone the fin. 
| ; Entey the five Villains with drawn Swords, 
| Heavins! what is there an Ambuſcado laid / 
Draw. deareſt Friend, I fear we are betray'd. 
1 Vil!, Brace, look on me, and then prepare to die, [ Polling off bis 
Bruce, O Treacherous Villain ! Vizard. 
1 V;!, Fall on, and facrifice his blood to my Revenge. 
Louis. More hearts then one ſhall bleed, it he muſt die. [ They fight, © 
Enter Beaufort and Sir Frederick. 
Beauf. Heav'ns! what's this I ſee ! Sir Frederick, draw. 
Their blood's too good to grace ſuch : 
. Villains Swords, Courage, brave men ; now | 
We can match their Force. | 
Lovis, We'l make you, {laves, repent [ The Villains run. 
This Treachery, | 
Beauf, So. : 
Bruce. They are not worth purfuit ; wel et them go. 
* Bravemen! this ation makes it well appear Y ; 
©, PF 


» 


*Tis Honour afid not Envy brings (4 5) 

Beauf, Wecowe to conquer, Bruce, and not toſce 
Such Villains rob us of our Vifory, 
Your lives our fatal ſwords claim as their due ; 
W'ad wrong'd our (elves had we not righted you, 

Brace, Your gen'rous courage has oblig'd us ſo, 
That to your ſuccour we our ſafety owe. | 

Lovis. Y'ave done what men of Honour ought to do, 
What in your caufe we wou'd have done for you. 

Beauf. You ſpeak the truth, w'ave but our duty done ; 


Prepare : Dury's no obligation. | - | He ſtrips, 
Bruce, My Honobr is diſ-ſatisfi'd; I muſt, [ Lovis and Sir Frederick ſtrip. 


My Lord, conſider whether it be juſt 
To draw my Sword againſt that life which gave # 
Mine, but e'en now, proteftion fron: the grave. 

Beanf. None come into the Field eo weigh what*s right , 
This is no place for Councel, but for Fight. 
Diſpatch. | 

Bruce, Tamrefolv'd I will not fight. 

Beauf, Did I come hither then only to fright 


A company of fearful ſlaves away ? 3h 


My Courage ftoops not atſo mean a prey : 
Know, Brace, I hither come to ſhed thy blood. 
Bruce, Open this boſom, and let out a flood. 
Beauf. I come to Conquer bravely in the Ficld, 
Nos to take poor revenge on ſuch as yield. 
Has nothing pow'r, too backward man, to move 
Thy Courage ? Think on thy negle&ed Love : 
Think on the beauteous Graciana's Eyes ; 
Tis I have robb'd thee of that glorious prize. 
Bruce; There are ſuch charms in Graciana's Name, 
My ſcrup*lous Honour muſt obey my Flame : 
My lazy Courage I with ſhame condemn : 
- Nothoughts have power ſtreams of bloud to ſtem. 
Sir Fred. Come, Sir, out of kindneſs to our Friends 
You and I muſt paſs a ſmall complement 
On each other. [ They all fight. 
Beaufort after many Paſſes cloſes with Bruce z they fall ; Bzaufort 
| diſarms him. | 
Beanf, Here, live. { Giving Bruce kis Sword again, 
Bruce, My Lord, y*ave gain'd a perfe& Victory ; 
Yaye vanquiſh'd and ovlig'd your enemy. 
Beauf, Hold, gallant men. 
[ Bruce and Beaufort part Lovis and Sir Frederick. 
OS : Lovwis, 


[Strips haſtily. 
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Lovis, Before we bleed : Do we here fight a Prize, 
Where handſom proffers may for Wounds ſuffice ? 
I amamazd ! What means this bloodleſs Field ? 
Bruce, The ſtouteſt heart muſt to his fortune yield. h 
Brave Youth ! here Honour did with Courage vie; [ To Beauf, 
And both agree to grace your Victory. : 
Heaven with ſuch a Conqueſt favours few : 
"Tis caſter to deſtroy then to ſuddue, 
Our bodies may by brutith force be kil'*d , 
But noble Minds alone to Virtue yield. 
My Lord, I've twice receiv'd my lite from you; 
Much is to both thoſe gen'rous ations due : 
The noble Giver I muſt bizhly prizr, 
Thouph Ithe Giſt, heav'n knows, as much deſpiſe. 
Can I defireto live, when all the Joy 
Of my poor life its Ranſom does deftroy / 
No, no, Graciana's loſs Ile ne'r ſurvive, 
I pay tco dear for this unſourht Reprieve. 
- | Falls on his Sword, and 1s deſperately wounded, 
Bearf. Hold gallant man ! Honour her ſelf does bleed ; 
Running to himg takes him in bis arms, 
All gen'rous hearts are wounded by this deed. 
Lovis. He does his blocd for a loſt Miſtreſs ſpend, . | ; 
And ſhall not I blezd to* fo brave a Friend ? | 
. [Loviseffers to fall on bis Sword, Int #s bindred by 
| ; Sir Frederick. | | 
Sir Fred, Forbear, Sir; the Frollick'snot to go round, ac 1 
Take it. X GT 
Beruf. *T were grcater Friendſhip to afliſt me here : 
I hope the wound's nit merial, though I fzar - 
B-uce. My-Sword, I doubr, has fail'd in my relief ; 
'Thas made a vent fur blood, but not for grief. 2 
[ Bruce ſfruzling, Lovis and Sir Frederick help to hold kim, 
Tet me once more the unkind Weapon try. 
Will you prolong my pain ? oh cruelty ! 
Loris. Ab, deareſt Bruce, can you thus careleſs be 
Of our great friendſhip, amd your Loyalty ! 
Look on your Friend ; yur drooping Country view; 
And think how much they both expe&from yuu. 
You for a M ſtreſs waſte that precious blood, | 
Which ſhou'd be ſpent but for our Maſters good. 
Sr Fred. Expence of blood already make: him faint ; 
Let's carryhim to the next houſe, till we can | 
” Procurea chair to convey him to my Lord Bevitl's, 


The 
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The beft place for accommodation, [ They all take him up, 
- Beavf, Honour has plaid an after-game ; this Field. 
The Conq'rour does unto the Conquer'd yield. x 
SCEN.V. 


Enter Graciana weeping, 


Grac, Farewel all thoughts of happineſs, farewel : 

My fears together with my ſorrows ſwell : 

Wh: It from my eyes there flows this Chriftal flood, = 
From their brave hearts there flows fuch ſtreams of blood. EINET> 
Here I am loſt, while both for me contend ; | 
With what ſicceſs can this ſtrange Combareend ! 

Honour with Honour fizhts for Vitory, 
And Love is made the common enemy. 
Enter Lord Bevil. 

E. Bevill weeping, Ah, Child ! 

Grac. Kill me not with expectation, Sir. 

L. Bev. The gen'rous Bruce has kilPd himſelf 
For you : Being diſarm'd, and at his Rival's mercy, 

His Life and Sword were given him by the . - 

Noble Youth ; He made a brave acknowledgment 

For both; but then conſidering you were-loſt, 

He ſcorn'd to live ; and falling on his Sword, | 

Has giv'n him%1f a mortal wound. [ Exit L, Bevil: 
. Enter Avrelia weeping. 

Aurel, Cruel Gracianz, Go but in and ſee 
The fata! Triumph of your Victory. 

The Noble Prace, to your eternal ſhame, 
With his own blood has quench d his raging flame. 

Grac, weeping,* My carriage ſhall in tacſe mi-fortanes prove 
That I have Honour too, as well as Love. 

Aurel. aſide, Thy ſorrows, ſad Aurelia, will declare. 

At once, I fears thy Love and thy Deſpair: 
Theſe ſtreams of grief (traight to a flood will riſe ; 
I can command my Tonrue, bur not my eyes. [ Exit Aurct.: 

Grac, In what a Maze, Gracin2, doft thou tread! 

Which is the Path that doth to Honour tcad ? 
Tin this Lab'rinrh 6 refolve to move, 
That norte ſhall jude 1 am miſled by Love. 
Enter Beaufort, 
_ Beauf. Here Cong'rours mult forget their ViRtories,' 
| And homage pay to your victorious Eyes, '> 


Gracian, y 
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Gracinana, hither your poor flave is come, 

After his Conqueſt to-receive his doom ; 

. Smile on his Vi&tery; had he prov'd untrue 

To Honour, he had then prov'd falle to you. - 
Grac, Perfidious man, can you cxpe& from me 

An approbation of your Treachery ! 

When I, diftrated with prophetick fears, 

Blaſted with fighs, and almoſt drown'd in tears, 

Begg'd you to moderate your Rage laſt night, 

'Did you not promiſe me you wou's not fight ? 

Go now and triumph in your ViRory ; 

Into the Field you went my Enemy, 

And are return'd the only man I hate, 

The wicked inſtrument of my ſad fate. 

My Love has but difſembled been to thee, 


To try my gen'rous Lover's conſtancy. { Exit Graciana. 
Beauf, Oh Heav'n ! how ſtrange and cruel is my fate ! 
Preſery*d by Love, to be deftroy'd by hate ! | [ Exit Beaufort, 
SCEN. VL 


Scene, The Widows Houle. 


Enter Betty and Lettice, the two Chamber=maids, ſeverally. 
Bet:y* Oh, Lettice, we have ſtaid for you. 
Lett. What haſt thou done to the French-man, 
Girl ? he lies yonder neither dead nor drunk ; 
No body knows what to make of him. 
Betty. I ſent for thee to help make fport with him ; 
He'l come to himſelf, never fear him : 
Have you not obſerv*d how ſcurvily tas look'd 
Of late? % 
Lett. Yes; and he proteſts it 55 for love of you. 
Betty. Out upon him, 'for a diſſembling Raſcal 
H'as got the foul Difeaſe ; 
Our Coachman diſcover'd it by a Bottle of Diet h 
Drink ke brought and hid behind the ſtairs, into which | > 
I infusd a little Opizem, | 
' Lett. What doft intend to do with him ? 
Beity, You ſhall ſee, 
Enter Coacheman, with a Tub without a bottom, a ſhut at the top to be 
lock'd, and a hole to put ones head out at, made cafe t9 be born on 
| ones ſhoulders. | 
Coachem, Heres the Tub ; where's the French-man ? 


Betty. 


49 
Betty, Helis behind the ſtairs vW and bring him in, 
That he may take quiet poſſeſſion of this wooden Tenement ; 
For*tis neer his time of waking, » 
The Coach=man and another Servant bring in Dufoy, and pat vant 
: into the Tub. 


E the Fidler at hand that us'd to ply at the blind = 


Ale-houſe? 
Coach=m, He's ready. / 
Enter a Fidler, 
Betty. Well, let's hear now what a horrible noiſe you .. 
Can make to wake this Gentleman. ' [FFidler plays a Tune, 


Lett. He wants a helping hand ; his eye-lids [ Dufoy bezins to wake, 
Are ſeaPd up , ſee how the wax ſticks upon 'em. 
Let me help you, Monſieur. 
Dufoy. Vat are you? Jernie ! vat is dis! aml 
Jack in a bexe? begar, who did putte 
Me herg? | 
Betty. Good-morrow, Monficur ; will you be pleas'd 
To take your Pills.chis morning 2 - 
Dafoy. Noe, but I vo'd have dediable take youe ; 
It vas youedat did abuſe me dus, vas 
It note ? begar I vil kille ale de 
Shamber-maid in Englande, 
Lett, Will you be pleas'd to drink, Monſieur ? 
There's a Bottle of your Diet-drink within. 
Dwufoy. Are youe de littel diable come to tormente nic ? 
Morbleu ! vas ever man afronte in dis nature /! 
Betty. Me-thinks he has ferbon, mine Monſieur, 
Now if you pleaſe to make your little Addreſ:e, 


And your amoure, you will not find me fo coy. 


Dufoy. Begarl vilno marie de couſin Germain 
Of de diable. 4 
Lert, What ſhou'd he do witha Wife ? he has not 
Houſe-room for her, 
Betty. Why do you not Keep your head within 
Doors, Monſieur ? 
Lets, Now there's ſuch a ftorm abroad. 
Defoy. Why did not youe keep your Vaiden-heade 
Vid in doore? begar, telle me date. | 
Coach-m, Have you any fine French Commadities to ſell, 
Gloves and Ribband: ? pave got 
A very convenient ſhop, Monſieur, 
Dufoy. I do hope you vil have veri3 
Convenient halcere, begar, : 
Jewny ,, 
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T--15,. G1n I not tare dis tinge in de pieces ? 

4:1:3, Youbegin to ſweat, Monfieur z the Tub is 
Proper for you. 

Dufoy. 1 have no more patience; 

I vil breake dis priſon, or I vil breake 
My neke, and ye ſhall ale be hange. [Struggles to get out. 

Let, Hc begins to rave ; bleſs the poor man. 

Betty. Some Muſique quickly, to | 
Compoſe his mind. [ The Muſique plays ; and they Dance about him, 
How prettily the ſnail carries his Tenement |[_He walks with the Tab on his 
Oa his back ! Pm ſorry Iam but his Miſtreſs : back, 
If Thad been your Wife, Monfieur, | had made 
You 4 complear ſnail ; your horns 
Shou'd have appear'd. 

Defoy. 1 vil have de patiance, dere isno order remede , 


| You be ale deRackale Whore ; dediable 


Take you a'e, andI vilſay no more, begar. 
Betty, This is a very fine Veſſel, and wou'd ſwim well; 
Lers to the Herſe-pond with him. | oy 
Lett. Come, come, he looks as ſullenly as a Hare' 
In her Form ; let's leave him. Jean 
Coach-m., Your Serviteur tres humble, Monſieur. | Exennt all but Dui, - 
Dufoy. Bougre, I canno hange my ſelte ; begarI canno : 
Drowne my ſelfe, I vil go hide my lelfe, 
And ſtarve to dye I vilno be de lavghe 
For eyery Jackanape Engliſhe. Morbleu. 


SCEN VII. 


Sir Frederick i Lrouobt in upon a Bier, with a mourning Cloth over him, 
attended by a G:ntleman in a mourning Cloak, : Four Fidlers carry the 
Corps, with their Inſ&raments tuck;d under their Cloaks. | 


Enter the Widow weeping. 


Mourner, Madam, you muſt expe& a bloody conſequence 
When men'of ſuch prodigious courage fight. 
The young Lord Fearfort was the firſt that fell, 
After hj« Sword too deeply had engag'd 
His Rival not to ſtay behind him long, 
Sir Frederic, with your Nephew bravely fought; 
Death Jong did keep his diſtance, as it he . 
Had fcar'd exceſs of Valour; but when they, 
Oreloaded with their wounds, began to faint, 
He with h's terrors did invade their breaſts. | 
| Fame 
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Fame ſoon brought many to the Tragick place, 
WherelI found my deareſt Friend, Sir Frederick, 
Almoſt as poor in breath as blood : 

He took me by the hand, and all the ſtock rad lefr 
He ſpent,. Madam, in calling upon you. | 
He firſt proclaim'd your Virtues, then his Love , 

And having charg'd 1ne to.convey his Corps hither 

To wait on you, his lateſt bredth expir'd with 

The Command, {-- 

Wil. The World's too poor to recompenſe this los. 
Unhappy woman ! why ſhov'd I ſirvive 
The only man in whom my joys did live ? | 
My dreadful grief ! -: [ The Fialers prepare, 

Enter Dufoy in his Th. 

Dufoy. Oh my Matre, my Matre ; who has kill my | 
Matre? Morbleu, I vil— [ The Widow ſhrieks, and runs out : All tbe 
2 © Fidlers run out in a fright, 

Oh, de diable, de diable! | Sir Frederick ſtarts up, which frights Dufoy. 

Sir Fred, What deviliſh accident is ; 

This ? or has the Widow undermin'd me ? 
| [ Enter the Widow and ber Maid langhing, 
I ſhall be Jaugh'd to death now indeed, 
By Chamber-maids; why have you no 
Pity, Widow ? 
id, None at all for the living ; Ha, has ha. 
You ſee ware provided for your Frollick, Sir-; ha, ha. _ 

Sir Fred, Laugh but one minute loneer I will foreſwear 
Thy company, kill thy Tabby Cat, and make thee weep 
For ever after. ; | 
 Wid, Farewell, Sir ; expe at night to ſee the old 
Man, wich his paper Lanthorn and cracx'd 
SpeAacles, finging your woful:Tragedy 
To Kitchin-maids and Coblers Prentices. | 

[ Vidow offers to go, Sir Frederick bolds her by the arm, 
Sir Fred, Hark you, hark you, Widow : 
By all thoſe Devils that have 
Hicherto pofl-1s'd thy Sex 
wid. No ſwearing, good <ir Frederich, 
Sir Fre1, Set thy face then; let me nor ſte the remains 
Of one poor ſmile : So now 1 will kiſs thee, 
And be friends. |  _ |vidow fallisout a laugbing, 
Not all thy wealth ſhall hire me to : | 
Come within ſmell of thy breath again. 
, Jealoulic, and, which will be worſe for -—_ Widow, Impotence 


Light 
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Light upon me, if I ſtay one moment longer with thee. Offers to g0, 
IWid, Do you hear, Sir ; can rorkelay with one LF Lia 
_- loves you ſo paſſionately ſhe cannot ſurvive 
ou ? | 
Sir Fred. Widow, May the deſire of man keep thee | 
Waking till thou art as mad as I am. [ Exit Sir Frederick 
rid, How lucky was this accident ! ; 
How he wou'd have inſulted 
Over my weakneſ: elſe / 
Sir Frederick, fince Pve warning, you ſhall prove | 
More ſubti] ways, before I own my Love. | Exeunt. 


ACT. V. -SCEN. I: 
Scene, The Lord BevzII's Houſe. 


* Enter Lovis, a Chirargion, Servants, cerrying Bruce in'a Chair, 


Chir, F NOurage, brave Sir 5 donot miſtruſt my Art. 
4 Bruce, Tellme, didft thou e'er cure a wounded heart ? 
Thy «kill, fond man, thou here imploy' in vain , 
The eaſe thou giv'ft docs but encreaſe my pain. | 
' Lovis, Dear Brace, my life does on your life depend ; 
Though you diſdain to live, yer fave your Friend. 
Bruce. Do what you pleafe ; but arenot thoſe unkind 
That eaſe the body, to affli& the mind ? C7 be Chirurgion dreſſes him, 
Oh cruel Love ! thou ſhoot'ſt with ſuch ſtrange «Kill, » | 
The wounds thou mak*ſt will neither heal nor kill: - 
Thy flaming Arrows kindle {ach a fire 
As will not waſte thy ViAims, nor expire ? 
Enter Aurelia. | 
Louvw, Is the wound mortal ? tell me; [ To the Chirwrgien, 
Or may we cheriſh hopes of his Recovery ? : 
Chir, The danger is not imminent ; yet my Prognoſtick 
Boads a ſad event : For though there be no great 
Veſſel difſc&ted yet I have cauſe to fear 
That the Parenchyma of the righe lobe of the langs, 
Near ſome large branch of the Afpera arteria, 
Is perforated, 
Lovis. Tell me in Englith, will kelive or die ? 
Chir, Truly I deſpair of his recovery, [ Exiz (hirurgion, 
Aurel. aſide. Forgive me, Ladies, if exceſs of Love 
| MH. beyond rulcs of Modeſty docs move, 
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And, againſt cuſtom, makesme now reveal 
Thoſe flames my tortur'd breaſt did long conceal; 
"Tis ſome excuſe, that I my Love geclare 
When there's no med*cine left to cure deſpair. [ Weeps by the Chair ſia. 
Bruce, Oh Heav'n ; can fair Aurelia weep for mc ! 
This is ſome comfort to my miſery. 
Kind Maid, thoſe eyes fhould only pity take 
Of ſuch as feel no wounds but what they make ; 
Who for another in your fight does mourn, 
Deſerves not your compaſſion, but your ©orn. 
Axrel, I come not here with tears to pity you; 
I for your pity with this paſſion ſue. | 
Brace. My pity ! tell me, what can be the grief, 
That from the miſerable hopes relief! | 
Aurel, Before you know this grief, you feel the pain, 
Brace. You cannot love, and not be loy'd again: 
Where ſo much Beauty does with Love conſpire, 
No mortal can refaft that double fire, 
Azure]. When proud Graciana wounded your brave heart, 
On poor Awrel:i2's you reveng'd the (inart : 
Whilft you in vain did ſeek thoſe wounds to cure, 
With partienceI their torture did endure. 
Bruce. My happineſs has been fo long conceal'd, 
That it becomes my miſery reveal'd : 
That which ſhau'd prov'd prove my joy, now proves my gri tf; 
And that brings pain, which, known, had brought reliet. 
Aurelia, why wou'd you not let me know, 
Whil& I had pow'r to pay, the debtI owe? 
Tis now too late ; yetallI can Pledo; 
Ple figh away the breath Pve left for you. E 
Aurel, You yet have pow'r to grant me allI crave, 
*Tis not your LoveI court, I court your Grave. 
I with my flame ſeek not to warm your breaſt, 
But beg my aſhes in your Urn may re : % 
For fince Gracians's Toſs you ſcorn'd Cout-live, 
I am reſolv'd Ile not your death ſurvive. 
Brace. Hold, you too gen'reus are ; yet I may live: 
Heav'n for your ſake may grant me a reprieve. 
Anmrel, Oh, no ; Heav'n has decreed, alas, that we 
Shou'd in our Fates, not in our Loves agree. 


Bruce, Dear Friend, my rathneſs I too late repent ; [ To Loxvie, 
I ne're thought death till now a puniſhment. ret 
Enter Graclana, 


} Grac, Oh, do nor talk of death ! the very ſound 
| H 2 One 
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Once more will give my heart a mortal wound : | 
Here on my knees I've finn'd I muſt confeſs | 
Againſt your Love, and my own happineſs ; 
I, like the child, whoſe folly proves his loſs, 
Refusd the gold, and did accept the drofs. | 
Bruce, You have in Beaufort made ſo good a choice, 
His virtues ſuch, he has his Rival's voice ; 
Graci.inz, none but his grear Soul cou'd prove 
Worthy to be the centre of your Love. 
Grac. You to another wou'd ſucYyireue give, 
Brave Sir, as in your ſelt does only live, 
If to the moſt deferving I am due, 
He mult refien his weaxer claim to you. 
Bruce, This 1s but flattry ; for I me ſure you can + 
Think rone ſo worthy as that gen'rous man : 
By honcur you are his. | 
Grac. Yer, Sir, I know | 
How much I to your ger'rous paſſion owe g 
You bleed for me ; and if for me you die, % 
Your loſs Fle mourn with vow'd Virginity. | | 
Bruce, Can you be mindful of ſo ſmalla debt, 
And that which you to Beaufort owe forget ? 
That will not Honour but Injuſtice be ; 
Honour with. Juſtice always does agree. | 
This gen': ous pity which for me you ſhew, "8 | : 
Is: more then you to my misfortunes owe : 
Theſe tears, Graciana, which for me you ſhed, 
Ore-prize the blood which | for you have bled : 
But now [ can no more- 
My Spirits faint within my wearied breaſt. 
Lis, Siſter, 'tis fit you give hjm leavero reſt. 
Who waits ? | | 
With care convey him to his bed, 
Bruce, Hold 
Deareſt Aurelia, I will ftrive to live, 
If you will but endeavour not to grieve. 
© Lovis, Brave man ! The wonder of this Age thou'lt prove, 
For maichleſ* Graticude, and gen'raus Love. 


[ Enter Servants, 


[ Exeant all but Graciana.. 


Grae. How ſtrangely is my ſoul perplex'd by fate ! 
The man I love I muſt pretend to hates 
And with difſembled ſcorn his preſence fly, 
Whoſe abſence is my greateſt miſery ! 


Exter 


>. 
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Enter Beaufort. | 
Bearf, Hear me, upon my knees I beg you'l hear. 
She's gone. | —. {| Exit Graciana, 
' There was nonecd, falſe woman, to encreaſe- 
My,miſery with hopes of happineſs. | 
This ſcorn at firſt had tomy Love and me 
Bur Juſtice been; nowit is Cruelty. | ; 
Was there no way his conſtancy to prove, y 
But by your own inconſtancy in Love ? Rh 
To try anothers Virtue cou'd you be, » 
Gractana, to your own an enemy ? 
Sure *cis but paſſion which ſhe thus does vent, 
Blown up with anger and with diſcentent, 
Becauſe my Honour diſobey'd her Will, 
And Bruce for loves of her his blood did ſpill. 
I once more in her eyes will read my fate , 
I need ne wound to kill me, it ſhe hate, 


SCEN. II. 
Enter Cully drunk, with a blind Fellow led before him playing on a 


o 


Cymbal, follow*d by a numbtr of” boys bollowing,. and 
perſecuting him, 


Cl, Villains, ſons of unknown fathers, tempt 
Me no more. [ The boys hozt at him, he draws bis Sword, 
I will make a young generation of Cripples, to 
Succeed in Lineolns-InneFields and Covent-Garden, 
The barbarous breeding of theſe L1don-boys ! [ Frizhts the boys away, 
Boy that leads the Cymbal. Whither do you intend to go, Sir ? 
Cul, To ſee the wealthy Widow, 
Mrs. Rich, p 
Boy, Where does ſhe dwell, <ir ! 
Cul. Hereaboutsz enquire ; I will Serenade 
er at noon-day. { Exennt, 
OS Enter the Widow and her maid Betty. 
Fid. Where is this poor Brenchman, Glrl ? Was done ms 
Good ſervice. 
Betty. The Butler has got him down into the Cellar, Madam, 
Made him drunk, and laid f:im to ſleep among 
His empty Cack, 
wid, Pray, when he wakes let himbe releas'd of his 


_ Imprifonment ; Betty, you ufc your Servant too ſeverely, 
| [ The Cymbal plays without, 


5 & 


Hark, what ridiculous noiſe is that ? it ſets my teeth 
Anedge worſe then the ſcraping of Trenchers.; 
Enter a Servant, 
Serv, Madam, a rude drunken fellow, with a-Cimbal before 
Him, and his ſword in his hand, is preſs'd into your Houſe, 
| Enter Cully and ( imbal : The women ſhriek, 
Cul. Sirrah, play me a bawdy Tune, to pleaſe the 
Widow ; have at thee, Widow. 
Betty. *Tis one of Ol:iver*s Knights, Madam, 
Sir Nicholas Cnll ; his Mcther was my Grand-mother*s 
« Dairy maid, | | 
| Enter Servants ; they lay hands on him, and take away his Sword, 
Cl. Let me go; Iamnot fo drunk butI can ftand 
Without your help, Gentlemen. - 
Widow, here is Mufique ; ſend for a Parſon, 
And we will dance Barnaby within this 
Half hour, 
IWid. 1 will ſend for a Conſtable, Sir. 
Czl. Haſt a mind to ſee me beat him 2 how thoſe Rogues 
Dread me | Did not Wheadle tell thee upon what 
Conditions I wou'd condeſcend to make thee my 
Bed-fcllow, Widow, ſpeak ? 
Wid. This is ſome drunken miſtake ; away with him, 
Thruſt him out of door. 
Enter a Servant : Claſhing of Swords and noiſe without. 
Serv, Help, help, for Sir Frederick, 
Wid. What's the matter ? 
Serv. He is fighting, Madam, with a Company of Baylitts, 
That wou'd arreſt him at the door. | 
wid. Haſte every one, and reſcne him quickly. {| Exeunt alt but Cully. 
Cul. Widow, come back, I ay, Widow z 
L will aot ſtir one foot after thee : it 
Come back, I ſay, Widow. [ Falls down and ſleeps, 
Enter Dufoy. 
Dufoy, Vat de diable de be matre ? here is de ver 
Strange varke in dis houſe ; ds Vemen day do 
Cry, ha, ha, ha; de menday do run, day do 
Take de Batton, de dung-vorke, and de vireevorke : 
Varis here, van kille ? | Looking on Cully. 
Enter Betty. 
Betty, You are a truſty Servant, indeed : here you are lock'd 
Up, while your poor Maſter is arreſted, and dragg'd 
Away by unmercifu! Bayliffs, 
Duf'y. My Vatre ? Jernie! Metres Bet, lette me go ; - 
Begar 


(57) 
Begar I vil kill alle de bogre de 
Bailie, and recover my Matre. Bogre de Bailie. 


Betty. So, make all the hafte you can, =» [She helps him: out of the Tub. 


Dufoy. Morbleu ! bogre de Bailie ! 
| I'vilgoprepare to kille a touſand Bailie 
Begar : Bogre de Bailie, 
Enter the Widow and Servant ſeverally. 
Wd. Well, what news ? 
Serv, Madam, they have arreſted him upon an 
Execution for Two hundred pounds, and carricd 
Him to a Bayliffs houſe hard by. , 
id. If that be all, Betty, take my key, and give him 
The money in Gold ; do you content the Baylifls, 
But let Sir Frederick know nothing of it; 
And then let them bring him to my houſe 


[ Exit. 


As their Prisner : diſpatch, { Exeunt Betty and Servant, 


Exter a Foot-boy. 
Foot-b. Pray, Madarn, is there not a ſtray Gentleman 
Here, miſled by drink ? 
W:d, There lies the beaſt you look for ; 
You had beſt remove him quickly, 


Or 1 ſhall cauſe him to be put into the Pound. ' [Exit Widow... 


Footeb, If I donot get this fool clear off before he 
Comes to himſelf, our plot is quite ſpoiP'd - 
This Summer-Livery may chance to hover over 
My ſhivering limbs next Winter. 
Yonder fits honeft Palmer, my poor Maſter, 
In a Coach, quaking for fear; all that 
. See him in that reverend diſguiſe, 
Will ſwear he has got the Palkee. 


Ho, Sir Nich"las. [ Pulls hize;. 


Cl. 1 will drink three Beer-glafſes to the Widows health 
Before I go. ; 
Foot-b. The Widow ſtays for you, to wait upon her 
To the Exchange. - 
Cul. Let her go into her Bed-Chamber and meditate ; 
I am not drunk enough to be ſeen in her company. 
Footeb, T muſt carry him away upon my back ; but, 
Since things may go ill, *tis good to maſe ſure 
Of ſomthing ; Te examine his pockets firſt : 
So, for thigI thank my own ingenuity ; in this - 
Way of plain dealing I can live without the 
Helpof my Maſter. { Enter a Ser cant, 
_ gFray, Sir, will you help me up with my burden. . / 


Serv. + 


A 
"EA, 
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Serv, T am ſure'your Maſter has his load already, [ They lift him wp, 
Cul, Carry metro my Widow, Boy : Where is my - 
Mutique ? | 
Enter Sir Frederick with the Bayliffr, who are Fidlers diſenied, with 
their Fiddles under their Coats at one door ; and the Widow 
at another. 
Boy. There is no hore: now ; : 
L le ſhift for my (elf, | Exit Boy. 
Sir Fred, Widow, theſe are old acquaintance of mine, 
Bid them weleome : I was comin? 
To wait pon you betcre ; but meeting 
Them by the way, they preſvd me to drink 
[ Cully reels againſt Sir Fredcrick, 
Cyl. Sir Frederick! Widow, bid him welcome; he is 
A very good friend of mine, and as mad a fellow as my felf. 
KiG, kiſs the Widow, man ; the has a plump 
LUnder-lip, and kifles ſmartly. 
Sir Fred, What's here? Czlly drunk, transform'd intoa Gallant, 
And acquainted with the ſpring and proportion of the 
Widows lips ! | 
Cul. 1, lamdrunk, Sir; am1Inot Widow ? I ſcorn to be 
Soberer then your ſelf, Sir; I will drink with you, ſwear 
With you, break windows with you, and 
So forth. 
Sir Fred. Widow, is this your Champion ? 
id, You have no exceptions againſt him, 1 hope; 
He has challeng'd you at your own weapons. 
Cul. Widow, Sir Frederick, ſhall be one of our Bride-men ;, 
I will have none bur ſuch mad fellows at our Wedding ; 
-But before I marry thee I will conſider upon it. | Hefits down and ſleeps 
Sir Fred, Pray, Widow, how long have you been acquainted 
With this mirrour of knighthood ? 
I/ id. Long enough you hear, Sir, to treat of Marriage. 
Sir Fred, What ? You intend me for areſerve then ? 
You will have two ſtrings to your bow, Widow ; 
I perceive your cunning ; and faich I think 1 fhall 
Do the hearticr ſervice, it thou imp!oy'it me by the by. 
W:4, Youare an exc?llent Gallant indeed ; ſhake off 
Thef: Jowiie Companions ; come carry your Miſtreſs 
To the Park, and treat her at the Mulberry-garden 
Thi*- glorious Evening. S 
Sir Fred, Widow, I am a man of bulanefs, that ceramony's 
To be performed by idle fellows, . 359 
Wil, What wo'd you givetoſuch a friend as ſhcd diſpatch © 


This? 
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This buſineſs now, and make you one of thoſe idle 
- Sir Fred, Faith, pick and chuſe; I carry allmy wealth about . 
Me, doit, and Iamall at thy ſervice, Widow. 
- #ig., .W<ll, I bave done it, Sir ; you are at liberty, 
And a leg now will fatisfie me. y | 
Sir Fred, Good faith, thou art too reaſonable, dear Widow ; 
Modefty will wrong thee, 
__ wid. Areyou ſatish'd 2 _ 
Fidl, Yes, Madam. 


Enter Dufoy, with a Helmet _=_ head, and a great Sword in © 


hs hand, 


Dufoy, Vare are de bougre de Baylie? _. + Ns 
Tetiblea, bougre Rogue... , \, * - ; - | Hefalls wpontheFidlers, 
Fidl, Help, help, Sir Frederick , murder; murder ! alas, Sir, we 
Arc got Bayliffs ; you may ſee we are men ofan honeſter 
Vocation. [ They ſhew their Inſtruments. 
Sir Fred. Hold, hold, thou mighty man at Arms, 
Dufay. Morbleu, de Fidler !. and is my Matre at liberty ? play 
Me de Trichate, or de Jegg Engliſhe, quicklie, 
- Or I'vil make you all dance 
Vidout your Fiddle ; quike. ; 
Wid. Tam over-reach'd, I perceive. ____ [Dufoy daxces a Zee. 
Sir Fred. Kind Widow, thank thee for this releaſe. | Sh2kes his pockets. 
Laugh, Widow ; ha, ha, ha : where is your counterplot, Widow ? 
Ha, ha, ha, Laughat her, Dufsy. Come, | 
Be not ſo melancholy ; we'l to the Park : 
IT care not if I ſpend a piece or twoupon thee in Tarts and 
Cheeſcakes, Pifh, Widow, why ſo much out of humour ? 
'Tis no ſhame to love ſuch a likely 
Young Fellow. CTR 
W:4d, 1 cou'd almoft find in my heart to punifh my ſelf, 
To afflit thee,and marry that drunken Sott I never 
Saw before. 
Sir Fred, How came he hither ? 
Wid, Enquire elſewhere ; I will not anſwer thee one 
Queſtion ; nor let thee ſee me out of a Matk any more 
This Forenight. 
Sir Fred. Go, go into thy Cloſet, look over thy old Receipts, 
_ And «als wantonly now and then with thy Chambermaid : 
- Tſhall not trouble thee much till this is ſpent ; [ Shazes his Pockets, 
And by that time thy fooliſh Vow will be near over. 
of id. 1 want patience to endure this inſolence. 
; tk $ 


Dangerous teſtimonie of tmy affe&ion. [tt I 6k, 
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Is my charity rewarded thus ? © | 557 7h 
$tr Fred, Pigus Widow, call youthis Charity ? eill Jet. , 


Thee little Kereafcet:-thorrmuſt aniſiver wht fa in Pe oy 4 
It occaſions: Here is Wine and Womert' " | Y 
In abundance. | ol [8 lr bs Poe 


wid, Avoid my hcuſe, and never more come neer nt 
Sir Fred, But hrark you, hark you, Widow ; 5, think” 
This can laſt alwzys ? | | 
wid, Ungrateful man / . | [[563 5; Fits. 
Sir Fred, She's gone; impaticnce ſor theſe two bout”! M 
Poſſeſs her, and chen I thal] be May; well r , X 
Reveng'd. a a 
Duf; 29, Beear, Matre, have yoti not de ver * faichful | 
Serviteur ? you do never rake notice of my merit./ © + - © be 
Sir Fred, Difoy, 'thowart a man of courage, and haſt done hee 
Bravely ; 4wWilkcaft off this Suit a wetk fooner then” EO1981 oli 
intended, to reward thy lervice, '” © 2 $1404 oc och 
Dufoy, -Begar | have ſeveral time given you ver | 


Enter a Servant, and tithes wp Cully in ag ants. 
Sir Fred, Whither do you carry him ? uno 
. Serv. Sir, there is an old Gentleman below ina Colley, LEE 
Very like my Lord Be: al, 2 ao Ms y 
Who, hearing what a condition Sir Nie# Tas 'wasin, EG 
Defired me to bring him ro him in my artns.” Yr ci BAR 
Cul. Lerme go; where is the Widow ? © b: PER: SRO34L VT. EPL 
Sir Fred, What Widow ? | Pats 2 oHEE RH Gr 
Cul, Miſtreſs Rich , ſhe is to be EE, OE TT 8! 
My wife. £ k. 41 TOR 
Sir Fred. But do you hear, Sir Nich'las? how long g have you: *77- 
Courted this Widow ? 
Cul. Vir. Wheadle can tell you; trouble me not with idle 
veſtions. Sir Frederick, 
You ſhall be welcom at any time ; ſhe loves men 
That will roar, and drink, and Setenade her. 
Sir Fred, This is ſome firange miſtake; Sure Wheadle, intending 
To chouſe him, has ſhew*d him ſome counterfeit Widow; 
And he, being "drunk, has been miſeutded to the true 
Widow: houſe. Thefellow in the Coach may 
Diſcover all, I will ſtep and ſee who it is: 
Hold him here, Defoy, ell Ireturn: Gentlemen, 
yo you W eli me. [ Exit Sir Frederick end Fidlers, 
. Where is my Miſtreſs ? 
—I Var Metres ? 


y 


P 
Cl, 


r fr . ST -- - ts es 3+; 7 


S 


0 ou many: PR do Iknow 


Cul. The Widow. . C ) : Ne 
Drfoy. She be de Metres of my Maer6,.. by Ton 


Cz], You lye, Sirrab, Vdc 
Dufoy. Begar you be de Jackanapeto.efle | [op wit 
MeI do lyea. 
Cul, You are a French Raſcal, and } will blow: 
Your noſe without a handkerchief, [He pulls Dafoy by the zole.. 


Duf. Helpe, help6me ; Morbley ; 1 yil beat you vid my ſte 
And my foore, telle you aske e me de: pardon ; rake 
Pat and date ; hee de-pardon;, ty 29 $12 
Only falls down, fr Dufoy beats bir,” 
Cul, Task you _ Sirrah 7 | 


Dufoy, Sirrah 2 Tertibl. & { Offers to frike. 
Enter Sir Frederick nd. Fidleys, leading in Palmer trembling, 
Sir Fred. Hold, hold, Dufog. 
Dufoy. Begar he do merite - be once be (wars be bis 
Marre yours WT #3 2 
Palm. Ibeſecch You, Sir F TY 55:4" o 
Cul. My Lord Bevil | 
Sir Fred. So,, herakeshim for my Lard Bevily 


Now the Plot will,ont. Eve 
"Tis fit this Raſcal ſhou'd be cheated; * WE > BO 1 be 
' Bur theſe Rogues will deal zo0. + . 71 


Unmercifully with him : Ile take compatſan) upon 
Him, and uſe him more favourably my (elf, | 
* Cul, MyLord, where 1 is the mad Wench your Siſter? ? 
: | SinFrederick:pxlls off Palmer's diſgaiſe. 
Ne Sir Fred, Look you, Cix Nick ls, where,is myLoprd. Bevil —_ 
ow ? 

Cul. My merry Country-man, Mr. Polen (1; I thought _ had | 

Been in Man tie, '._, | Sing 


And be took ber by 7% RL 
Ta bring ber. zo his. bent 


Never a Gatch now, my merry ARR Ae ? 
Sir Frederzck,, I owe this Gentleman 2 thouſand pounds, 
Sir Fred, How ſo ?. - -., a4 
Cul, Hz won it of ime at Dice; Wheadle went'my halts ; $7 
And we have given him a judgment for it. ED. 
Sir Fred, This was the rogyery you-had' been about rhe other 
Night, when I met you in diſguiſ® Palmer: 
You'l never leave your cheating and your robbing, 


I 2 B75 
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Of your commirting ? | 
Palm, The truth is, Sir, you'know' enough to hey wes 

But youare a worthy Gentleman, and a lover of Ingopatey. | 
Sir Fred, This will not paſs ; Produce 

The Judement. -” 

Palm. Alas, Sir, Mr. #headle has it. ©d 
Sir Fred. Produce i it, or— Fetch the Conſtable, Boy. 
Palm. Sir Frederick, be merciful to a ſorrowful Raſcal: 

Here is a Copy of the Judgment; as it isentred. £5 
Sir Fred. Well, who is this counterfeit Widow ? confel. ; 
Palni. Truly 'twas wheaadle's coritrivance ; a Pox on him ; 

Never no good comes on't when men are ſo uncopſcionable | 

Ir their Dealings. a 
Cl, What, amlIcheated, 'Sir Frederick. Sirrah, Iwil have 

You hang'd, c Kd MoH. 
Sir Fred. Speak, who is this Willow 2- © - Fs 
Palm. 'Tis Grace, Sir, Wheadle's Miftreſs, whom he bas 6 plcd 

In my Lady Dawbwel's houſe : I am but a poor Tnftrument,! 

Abus'd by that Raſcal. +271 
Sir Fred. You ſee, Sir Nich'las, what Villains theſe are ; chey haye- - 

Cheated you of a thouſand pounds, and wow'd have niaryied- OV, of; 


You toa Wench, had I not diſcover'd their Villany.” 11507 37 ITY q: 38H 


Cul. lam beholdento you, Sir Frederick,;' they are Rogutes, | T7 LO y- 


Yillainous Rogues : But where 1: the Widow IE 3) W1zf 
Sir Fred, Why, you ſaw the true Widow herea little while SEE 


LO. 
Cnl. Thetrath is, me-choughts the was ſomthing 


t 4 C7? - L:Yarl ny \2& \ 


Corlier then my Miſtr tf: But will not this Widow - F bntH 470 


Marry me ? 


Sir Fred, She is my SiRreQu nn 1k ore eden nl hen / * 


Cul. T will have none of her then. 

Sir Fred, Well, I have diſcovered this cheat, _ you "may 
Marrying a Wench, and will fave you thethouſand pounds too. 
Now, if you havea : mind to marry, whatthink'you'sf my . 
Siſter ? She is a plain brown Girl, and has a good 
Portion ; but not out twenty thouſand pounds : This offer _- 
Proves I have a perfe& kindneſs for you. Md 

Cul, T have heard ſhe is a very fine Gentlewoman ; 43 
I will marry.her forthwith, and be your Brother-i inLaw; DEEDS 

Sir Fred. Come then, I'le carry you' + FLU AEM 2! 
Where you may ſee her, and ack herconſent; | 
Palmer, you muſt along with us, 

And by the way aſſign this Jadgmentto me, 


Do you guard him, Gentlemen, $2 CI [7 o the Fidlers. @ 


Sir 


-— 9 

Sir Fred, Come, Sir Nicb*las, 

Ex]. How came I hither ? | 

Sir Fred. You will be ſatisfied in that hereafter, 

Palm, What curſed accident was this ? what 
Miſcheivous Stars have the managing 
Of my Fortune? Here's turn with all my heart, 
Like an after-game at Iriſp ! 

Dufoy, Alon marche, Shentelman ſhete ; 
Marche : You make de mouthe of 
De honeſt Shentelmen : begar you vil make de | 
Wry mouthe ven you be hange. [ Excunt; 


S C EN.III 
Scene, A Garden. 


Enter Graciana and Leticia ſeverally ; Leticia with a Noſegay- 
in -ber Hand. 


Grac, Leticia, what haſt thou been doing here? 
Let. Cropping the beauty of the youthful year. 
Grac, How innocently doftthou ſpend thy hours, 
SeleAing from the crowd the choiceft Flowers! - 
Where is thy Miſtreſs ? | 
Let. Madam, ſhe's with the wounded Colonel: : 
Grac, Come-then into this Arbour, Girl, and there | 
With thy ſweet voice refreſh my wearied ſoul, | They walk into an Arboar, 


SONG: 


Adies, though to your Conqu ring eyes [ Let. ſing. 
Love owes his chiefeſt Vidtories, . 
And borrows thoſe bright Arms from youe- 
With which he does the world ſubdue. 
Tet you your ſelves are not above 
The Empire nor the Griefs of Lowe, 


Then wrack not Lovers with diſdain, . 
Left Love on you revenge their Pain ;. 
Tou are not free becauſe yare fair ; 
The Boy did not his Mother pare. 
Beauty's but an offenſive dart ,, 
It is no Armour for the hears. 


Grac, 


— — —— —  — 


(64 | 
Grac, Dear Girl, thou art my little Confident; 


I oft to thee have breath'd my difcontent s £< 54irt © loa ZH 
And thy ſweet voice as oft has cad my cares (10 obo 


But now thy breath is like infeQious Air ; 
Enter Beaufort, 
It feeds the ſecret cauſe of my diſeaſe, *. 
And does enrage what it did uſe t appeaſe, 
Beauf. ſtarting. Hark; that was Cayen $ voice, : 
Grac, Oh Beaufort ) ' 41 
Beauf, She calls on me, and does ad: vance thinways _” 
I will conceal my ſelf within this Bower ; ſhe may: : © 
The ſecret cauſes of my grief betray. 


Beaufort goes into an Arbour, and Graciana and Leticia come 
report the $ tage, 
Grac, Too rigidly my Honour [purſue ; 
Sure ſomthing from-me to my Love is doe: i» | | 
Within theſe private ſbades for him le mourn, 
Whom I in Publique am oblig'd to ſcorn. 
Let, Why ſhou'd you, Madam, thus indulge ulge your gift (IT 
oY never yet in Sorrow found telief: - 1: we 
Ls Sighs, like Northern winds w ' carlySpring, - 
cuftion to your blooming Beauty bring.  - 
Grac, Leticia, peacc ; my Beauty on: 
Wou'd you have me preſerve theſe fatal eyes 7 
Let. Had you leſs beattteous been, yad! knows leſs care ; TEE 
Ladies are happieft moderately fair :* | 
But now ſhou'd you your Beauty waſte, which way | 
Cou'd you the debt it has contrafted pay ? es 
Grac, Beaufort, didit thou but know 1 weep for thee, 
Thou would'ſt not blame my ſcorn, but pity me. 
Let, When Honour firſt made you your Love decline, 
You from the Centre drew a crooked line ; 
You were to Beaufort too ſevere, I fear, #* 
Left to your Love you partial might appear. 
Grac. I did what I in honour ought todo; 
I yet to Beaufort and my love am true 
And it his Rival live, Vle be his Bride, 
Joy hall unite whom Grief doesnow divide; 
't if for love of me brave Brwce does die, 
] an « :ontr ae to his Memory, 
(Jn, E Beaufort / 
Reruf. Oh, Gracians ! here amT 
(By what Fve heard) fix'd in an cxtaſie, 


65) 
Grac, Weare ſurpriz'd ; Pf J 
Frefh Sorrow?s added to my difcentent. - . 
[ Exennt Gtraciana and Leticia leiſurely, 

Beaufort Enters, oy 7h 
 Beauf. Gracieni, ſtay, you can no more contend, 
Since Fortune joyns with Love to be my Friend ; 
There is no fear of Bruce his death ; the wound 
By abler Chyr*gioms-ts not mortal found. 
She will nor ſtay : 
My Joys, like waters ſwell'd into a flood, <2 
Bear down whatere their uſualiſtreams withſtood, { Exit Beaufort, 


_ 'SCEN. IV. 
Scene, My Lady Dawbwel's Houſe. 


Enter Wheadle 'and Grace. 
head, T wonder wehave yet no tidings of our Knight, 
Nor Palmer, _ 
Fortune till croſſes the induſtrious, Gir], | rg 
When we recoverhim you muſt begin | 
To lye at a little opener ward ; 
*Tis dangerous keeping the Fool too long at bay. . 
Leſt ſome old Wood-man drop in by chance, 
And difcover tart but a raſcal Deer. 
I have counterfeited half 'a dozen Mortgages- 
A dozen Bonde, and two Scriveners to vouch all ; 
That will fatisfie him in thy Eftate : 
He has ſent into the Country for his 
Writings : 
But ſee, here he comes. 


s * 


Enter Sir Nicholas. 

Sir NicÞ/Ias, 1 muit chide you, indeed'] muſt ;, 
You negle& your duty here : Nay, Madam, never 
Bluſh ; faith T'le reveal all, Yare the happieſt, 
The luckieſt man 


Enter Sir Frederick. 

Ware betray'd ; death, what makes him here? 
Sir Frederick, , your humble Servant ; y*are come [ To Sir Frederick, 
In the luckieft time for mirth ;: will you bur lend ; | 
Me your ear? donot you ſee Sir Nich'las and Grace- 
Yonder ? look, look. 

Sir Fred, Yes. X 

I head, Iam perſwading him to keep her ; ſhe's a-pretty | 
| * Defcrving * 
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Deſerving Girl ; faith let us draw off a while, 
And laugh among our ſelves, for fear of ſpoiling 
The poor Wenches market 5 let us, let'us, 
Sir Fred, With all my hearct, | 
Bayliffs meet Wheadle at the door, and Arreſt him, . ' 
Bayliffs. We arreſt you, Sir. F039 1 pet 
Fhead, Arreſt me? Sir Frederick,, Sir Nicholas, 
Sir Fred, We are not provided for a Reſcue at preſent, Sir. 
F#head. At whoſe Suit ? 5 
Bayliffs. At Sir Frederic, Frollick's. | 
Head. Sir Frederick Frollicks? I owe him never a farthing. 
Sir Fred, Y'are miſtaken, Sir; you owe mea thouſand pounds: 
Look you, do you know Mr. Palmer's hand 2. | 
. He has afſign*d ſuch a ſmall debt over to me. | 
Enter Palmer and Jenny. 
#head, How was I bewitch'*d to truſt ſuch a villain ! 
Oh Rogue, Dog, Coward, Palmer ! 
Palm, Oh thou unconſcionable #headle'; a thouſand pounds 
Was too ſmall a bubble ! 
Sir Fred, Away with him, away with him, | 
head. Nay, Sir Frederick, 'cis puniſhmentcnough to fall 
From my expeQation : on 
Do not ruine a young man. 
 Grac, I beſeech you, Sir. 
Sir Fred, Thou haſt mov'd me, Grace ; 
Do not tremble, Chuck ; I love thy profeſſion too well 
Toharm thee. 
Look you, Sir, what think youof a rich Widow ? Liveſſving him the Whore, 
Was there no Lady to abuſe, Wheadle, but my Miſtreſs? 
No man to bubble but your Friend and Patron, Sir Nich'las ? 
But let this paſs ; Sir Nzeb'las is ſatisfi'd ; take Grace 
Here, marry her, we are all ſatisfied: | 
She'sa pretty deferving Girl, and a Fortune now 
In earneſt ;, T'le give her a thouſand pounds. 
head, Pray, Sir, dobut confider 
Sir Fred, No conſideration; diſpatch, or 
To Limbo, * £ 
WWhead, Was there ever ſuch a Dilemma ? I ſhall rot in Priſon. 
Come hither, Grace; I did but make bold, like a young Heir, 
With his Eſtate, before it come into his hands : 
Littledid I think, Grace, that this Paſty, | Stroakzng ber belly. 
When we firſt cut it up, ſhould have been preſery'd 
For my Wedding Feaſt. :; * 
Sir Nzch, You arethe< happicſ, the Juckieſt man, Mr, #headle, 


S 


Palm, 
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Palm, Mach joy, Mr. Whead!e, with your rich Widow, 
F Whead, Sir Frederick, ſhall that Rogue Palmer laugh 

t me. 

Sir Fred, No, no; Fenny, come hither , Ple make thee amends, 
As well as thy Miſtreſs, for the injury I did thee 
THY other night : 
Here isa Husband for thee too : 
Mr. Palmer, where are you ? | 

Palm, Alas, Sir Frederick, lam notable to 
Maintain her. 

Sir Fred. She fhall maintain you, Sir. 
Do not you underſtand the myſtery of S:zpome, 
Fenny ? 

Maid, Tknow how to make Democcuana, Sir. 

Sir Fred. Thou art richly endow'd, faith : Here, here, Palmer ; 
No fhall I, fhall I ; This or that, which 
You deſerve better. 

Palm. This is but a ſhort Reprieve ; the Gallows will 

—Be my deſtiny. 

Sir Fred, Sir N*ch*14s, now we muft haſte to a betrer 
Solemnity ; my Sifter expes us. 
Gentlemen, meet usat the Ryſe z Ve beſtow a Wedding 
Dinner upon you, and there releaſe your Judgment, 
Mr. #hesdle. 
Baylifs, wait npon them thither. I 

Sir Nzeh. 1 wiſh you much joy with your faic Brides. 
Gentlemen. 

t#head, A pox on your Affignment, Palmer. 

Palm, A pox on your rich Widow, Wheadle : Come, Spoule, 
Come, | Exeunt, 


SCEN VV. 
Scene, The Lord Bevi/'s Houle. 


Enter Lord Bevil, Bruce led in, Lovis, Beaufort, Graciana 
| and Aurelia. 
Bruce, Graciana, I have loſt my claim to you, 

And now my Heart's become Aureli's due ; 

She all this while within her tender breaſt 

The flame of Love has carefully ſuppreit, 
- Courting for me, and ſtriving to deſtroy 

Her own Contentment to advance my Joy. 
# Aurel, 1 did no more then Honour preſs'd me tco ; 


(68) 
I with Pde woo'd ſucceſ*fully for you. 
Eyuce. You ſo excel in Honour and in Love, 
You both my ſhame and admiration move. 
Arrelia, here, accept that life from me, _ 
Which Heaven ſo kindly haspreſerv'd for thee. | | 
My Lord, I hope you will my choice allow, [To L, Bevil, 
And with your approbation ſeal our Vow. | | | 
Bevil, In gcn'rous minds this to the world will prove 
That Graticude has pow'r to conquer Love. | 
It were, brave Van, impiety in me 
Not to approve that which the Heavens decree, 
Bruce, Graciana, on my gen'rous Rival you 
Muſt now beſtow what to his Merit's due, 
Grac, Since you recovering, Bruce, your claim decline, 
To him with honour I my Heart reſign. 
Beauf, Such Honour and ſuch Love as you have ſhown 
Are not in the Records of Virtue known, | 
My Lord, you muſt aflift us here once more ; [ To L. Bevil. 
The god of Love does your conſent implore, | 
L.Bev, May Love in you ſtill feed your mutual fire, [ Foyning their bands, 
Beauf. And may that flame but with our breaths expire. 
Lovis, My Lord, . our Quarrel now is at an end ; 
You are not Brzces Rival, but his Friend. 
Beauf. In this brave trite your Friendſhip ſoar'd above 
The a&ive flames of our aſp1 ing Love. 
Bruce. Dear Friend, thy merits Fame cannot expreſs. 
Loris. They are rewarded in your happineſs, 
' Bruce. Come all into my Arms before I reſt ; 
Ler's breathe our Joys into each ot: hers breaſt < 
Thus mariners rejoyce when winds decreaſe, 
And falling waves ſeem wearied into Peace. 
Enter Sir Frederick and Dufoy at one door, and the Widow end 
Betty at another. 
Sir Fred, Haſte, Dufoy, perform what I commanded + 


You. 
Dwfoy. I vil be ver quick begar ; I am moreden half de 


Mercurie, 
Sir Fred, Ho, Widow / thenoiſe of theſe Nuptials brought 
You hither ; I perceive your mouth waters. 
Wd. Werel ina longing condition Ifhould be apt 
Enough to put my felf upon you, Sir. , | 
Sir Fred, Nay, I know tart ſpiteful, and wou'dft > Op 
Fain marry me inrevenge; but ſo long asI have 


Theſe Guardian Angels about me, I dcefie thee 
| Aid 
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And all thy Charms : Do skilful Faulkners thus 
Reward their Hawks before they fly the Quarry ? 

Wid, When your gorge is empty you'l come to the 
Lure again, 

Sir Fred, After I have had a little more experience of the 
Vanity of this world, in a melancholy humour 
] may be carelcf of my ſelf. 

Iid, And marry (ome diſtreſſed Lady, that has had 
No leſs experience of that vanity. | 

Sir Fred, Widow, I profeſs the contrary ; I wou'd not have tae 
Sin toanſwer for of debauching any from ſuch 
Worthy principles : Let meſee; if I ſhou'd be good 
Natur*d now, and conſent: to give thee a Title 
To thy own wealth again, you wou'd be ſtubborn, 
And not eſteem the favour, Widow. 

714. I it poſſible you can have thoughts of gratitude ? 
' Do youimagine me ſo fcoliſh as your ſelf, who 
Ofren venture all at play, to recover one incunſiderable 


Parcel. 

Sir Fred, I told you how *twou'd be, Widow : Leſs providence 
Attend thee, elſe Iſhall do no good upon thee : c 
Fare-well, 


11d. Stay, Sir ; Jet. us ſhake hands at parting. 
Sir Fred, Nay, if thou once art acquainted with my 
Conſtitution, thou'r never let me go z Widow, here, \ 
Examine, examine. [ Holding out bi band, 
Bevil, Siſter, I long have known your inclinations ; 
Give me leave to ſerve you, Sir Frederick,, here, 
Take her ; and may you make each other happy. 
rid, Now Ihave receiv'd you into my Family, 
I hope you will ler my maids goquietly about 
Their buſineſs, Sir, | 
Sir Fred, Upen condition there be no twits of the good mai 
Departed ; no preſcription pleaded for cvil cuſtoms 
On the Wedding nizht. 
Widow, what old doings will be ancn ! 
I have coupl'd no leſs thin a pair-royal my felt, 
This day, my Lord, I hope you'l excuſe the liberty 
I have taken to ſend for th:m ; the {1.he will much 
Encreaſe your mirth this joyful day, | 
L, Bev, | ſhou'd have blam'd you, Sir, if you had reftrain'd 
Your humour here, 
Theſe muſt nceds be pleaſant Matches that are of his 
Making, | 


K 2 Emer 
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' Enter Dufoy. 
Sir Fred, What, are they come ? 
Dufoy. Day be all at de doore, begar 5 every man vid his 
Pret Metres, Brid, Whore, 
Entre, Jentelmen, vid your Lady, entre vid your great 
Fortune: Ha, ha, ha. p 
Enter Sir Nicholas aud his Bride, Wheadle and his Bride, Palmer 
and hy Bride. 
Sir Nich. Brother, do you ſee how ſneakingly 1/headle looks 
Yonder, with his rich Widow ? ? 
Wid. Erother ! is this fellow your Brother ? 
Sir Nich, Ay, thatI am. 
Sir Fred, No, no, Sir Nicholas. 
Sir Nich, Did not I marry your Siſter, Sir * 
Sir Fred, Fie, fie, Sir Nich'las , Ichought y'ad been 
A modeſter man, 
Sir Nieb, Is my wife no kin to you, Sir ? 
_ Sir Fred, Not your Wife; but your Son and.Heir may, 
If it prove ſo. * Joy be with thee, old acquaintance. [* ToLucy. 
Widow, reſolving to lead a vittuous life, 
And keep houſe altogether with thee, 
I have diſpos'd of my own houſhold-ſtuff, my 
Dear Mre. Lucy, to this Gentleman. | 
IF head, and Palm. We wiſh you joy with your fair Bride, 
Cr Necllas, FA. 
Sir Nich, I will go and complain, and have you all clap'd 
Up for a plot immediately. 
Sir Fred, Hold, hold, Sir Ni:-Þlas, there are certain 
Catch-poles without 3 you cannot ſcape, 
Without y'ave a thouſand pounds in your 
Pocket : Carry herinto the Country, come z 
Your Neighbours Wives will viſit her, and vow 
She's a vii tuous well-bred Lady : 
And, give her her due, faith ſhe wasa very 
Honeſt Wench to me, and I believe will makea very 
Honeſt Wife to you. | 
Sir Nich, If I diſcover this I am loft ; I fhall be ridiculous, 
Even to cur own Party. 
Sir Fred, You are in the right : Come, 
Take her, make much o! her, 
She ſhall ſave you a thouſand pounds. 
Sir Nich, Well, Lacy, if thou canſt but deceive my - 
Od mother, and my neizhbours in the Country, 
I ſrall bear my fortune patiently, 
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Sir Fred. Te warrant you, Sir, Women fo skil'd in Vice can 
Diflemble Virtue. Oo 

Dufoy. Fy, fy, make de much of your Lady, Shentelmen ; 
Begar yon vil find dem vercivil. 

Sir Fred. Dufcy, I had almoſt forgot thee, 

Dufoy. Begar my meritis verſeldom in your 
Memorie, 

Sir Fred, Now I will reward thy ſervices ; here, enjoy thy 
Miſtreſs. 

Drfoy. Ver vel, begar ; you vill give me two tree olde 
Gowne vor all my diligence, 

Berty. Marry come up ! Is that a deſpicable portion 
For your greaſe Pantaloons # 

Dufoy, Peace, peace, Metres Bet z ve vil be ver good 
Friend upon occaſion z but ve vil no marrie: 
Dat be ver much beter, begar. 

Sir Fred, Did you bring the Bayliffs wich you ? 

Dwfoy. Day be vidout : Begar, Shentelmen, you kave bin 
Made ver ſad ; and now you ſhall be made ver mer 
Vid de Fidler. 

Whead, Ha! cozen'd with Ffdlers for Bayliffs ! 
I durſt have ſworn falſe Dice might as ſoon have paſs'd 


Upon me. 
Sir Fred, Bid them ſtrike up ; we will have a Dance, 

Widow, to divert theſe melancholy Gentlemen. [ They dance, 
L, Bev. Sir Frederick, you ſhall command my Houſe this day ; 


| Aftey the Dance. 

Make all thoſe welcome that are pleas'd to ſtay, 

Sir Fred. Sir Nicholas, and Mr. #/beadle, I releaſe you both 
Of your Judgment, and will give it you under | 
My hand at any time. 
Widow, for all theſe bloody preparations, tkere 
Will be no great maſſacre of Maiden-heads 
Among us here. 
AnonlI will make you all laugh with the occaſion 
Of theſe Weddings. 
On what ſmall accidents depends qur Fate, 
Whilſt Chance, not Prudence, makes us fortunate, 


EPILOGUE. 


EPILOGUE. 


Spoke by the Widow. 


Ir Frederick, now I am reweng'don you , 

| For all your Frollick Wit, yare conzen'd tos : 
! I have made over all my Wealth to theſe 

| Honeſt Gentlemen ; they are my Truſtees. 

| Tet, Gentlemen, if you are pleas d, you may 
Supply bis wants, and not your Truſt betray. 


Spoke by Wheadle. 


Poor Wheadle hopes b*as gin you all content ; 
Here be proteſts 'tis that be only meant : 

If yare difpleafd ware all croſſ-bit to day, 
And he has wheadl'd us that writ the Play. 


THE 


 EPILOGUE.. 


| T7 Pris 'ners, conſcious of th' offended Law, 
When Tauries atter th} Evidence withdraw ; 

So waits our Author between hope and fear, 

Until he does your doubtful VerdiS hear. 

Men are more civil then in former days ; 

Few now in Publique hiſs or ail at Plays ; 

He bid me therefore mind your looks with care, 

And told me I ſhould read your Sentence there ; 

But I, unskill d in Faces, cannot gueſs 

By ths firſt view, what 1s the Plays ſucceſs ; 

Nor ſhall Teaſe the Author of his fear, 

Till twice or thrice, at leaſt, I've ſeen you here. 
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